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Be it remembered, that on the seventh day of March, in 
thirty ninth year of the ludependence of the United States c 
merica, David Longworth of the said district, hath depositf 
this oflBce tlie title of a Book, the right whereof he claims as 
prietor, in the words following, to wit : 
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1797 and the present time. By Pfdlip Preneau^ author of 
tmn written during the revolutionary war^ miscdlardts, ifc. 
tiuo volumes. 

Then England come ! — a sense of wrong requires 
To meet with thirteen stars yoar thoiiRand fires 
Through these stern times the conflict to maintain, 
Or drown them, with your commerce, in the main. 



In conformity to the Act of the Congress of the United Sts 
entitled ** an Act for the encouragement of Learning, by sccu 
the copies of Maps, Charts, and Books to the authors and pre 
ctors of such copies, during the times therein mentioned." 
aU« to an Act entitled ** an Act, supplementary to an Act, € 
tied an Act for the encouragement of Learning, by,securing 
copies of Map9, Charts, and Books, to the authors and proprie 
of such copies, during the times therein mentioned, and extent 
the benefits thereof to the arts of designing, engraving and e 
ing historical and other prints. 

THERON RUDD, Clerk of the New-York Distric 



N Van Riper J Printer ^ comer Greenwich and Vesey-street 



[ APVERTISBMENT. 

f 
I 

The poetical pieces contained in these volumes were cesiposa 

f at different periodf , and on a variety of occasions, between thi 

I 3rears 1797 and 1^15, and are now presented to the public 

^ iriLted from the author's original, and corrected manuscriptE 

«ad, it 18 hopied, in rucIj a style of typography, as will not be an 

aeceptable to the reader. — Several of the performances, com 

pfised in this collection, and chiefly those on political subjects, am 

other events of the times, have heretofore appeared in severe 

periodical publications of this and other states of the union 

It is pretumed, however, that tlie poems of this description wil 

not be the less acceptable to the friends of the muses, now the; 

are collected in these volemcs ; with the advantage of havinj 

at one view what were before scattered in those bullEy vehicle 

of information, whose principal object can be little more than t 

record the commoo events and business of tbe.day, aiulsoon de 

scend into comparative oblivion — ^^- Whatever may be the fat 

of the work, they are refpectfully oflfei-ed to the world, ii 

hopes it may obtain a share of their attention, and particularly 

from the friends of poetical composition ; and in a country when 

at may be expected, the iSne arts in general will, with the re 

turn of peace, find that share of encouragement, which they seen 

entitled to demand, in every nation th»t makes any pretension 

to refinement and civilization.— It is only necejjsar^ to sdd tha' 

cai^ has been taken te execate the typogra^ltical part as cttmctli 

tti potaible. 
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ADVERTRSBMENT. 



The poetical pieces contaiopd id these volumes were cemposei 
at different periods, and on a variety of occasions.' between ^hi 
years 1797 and ldl5, and are now presented to the public 
iribted from the autbor^s original, and corrected manuscripts 
•od, it is hoped, in nich a style of typography, as will not be qd 
■cceptable to the reader— Several of the pprfonnances, com 
prised ID this collection, and chiefly those on political subjects, am 
other events of the times, have heretofore appeared in severa 
periodical publications of this and other staths of the union 
It It presumed, however, that the poems of this description wil 
not he the less acceptable to the friends of the muses, now the] 
are collected b. these volumes; with the- advantage of bavin] 
at one view what were before scattered iD those balky vehicle 
of informaticN], whose principal object can be little more than t< 
record the eommoo events and business of tbe.day, aodsooD de 
fcend into comparative oblivion — Whatever may be the fati 
of the work, they are respectfully ofiered to the world, ii 
liqpes it may obtain a share of their attention, and particularly 
from the friends of poetical compositioo ; and in a country when 
it may be expected, the fine arts in general will, with the re 
turn of peace, find that share of encouragement, which they seen 
entitled to demand, in every nation that makes any pretension] 
to refinement and civilization.— It is only neccssan- to vM thai 
eaft has been taken to esecite the typographical part as tmreetti 
tt pouiUe* 



THE FOLLOWING LINES 



wUreaed <o <%e auOuyr^ were sent to the publisher qf these volt 
bya lady, nha had read them in manuscript^ together 
Pmim, i(e. formerly written during tht Revoluti4mary 
Mip^Kshedin PkUadelphM, in 1809. 

BeigD to accept the humble Hyt 
Tour charmios book inspired : . 
I lead you nought but btart-self praii e, 
I read and I admired.^^ 

In colon bri^t you have pourtrayM 
Bach dear dcmestic scene 
Where oft in happiest days Pve strayed, 
A ftranger then to pain. — 

And thoofh to wander Pre been doomed 
Far from that much loved place, 
With joy, its image I*ve resumed. 
And all its beauties, newly bloomed. 
Pleased, in thy page, I trace. 

And oft beneath its shades Pve wooM like thee, 

The sweet enchantress poetry. 

In lonely groves have sought her soothing power 

When sorrows deep have wrung my aching breast. 

And sought her in the fragrant bower 

When joy, with dimpled smiles my face has drest. 

Yet, though for me she many an hour beguiled, 
0!D thee, ihe, mere propitious, smiled, 



LIN£S, he. 



Around thy favorM brow her hand has twined 

A sweetly variegated wreathe 

Of ^very bloomiog flower combined, 

Perfumed with every sweet the odorous spring doth brea 

Whether with merry step and sprightly strain 

**"»€», You ramble o'er the njral plain, 

^ith , And bring with cherry cheeks and i^isset gown 

'Mcr, The hlooining country girl to town ; 

Or, pensive, seek the solemn shade 
Where some lost friend in silence sleeps, 
And as the soothing tribute^s paid 
Th> heart oppressM with sad remembrance weepi. 

Still, as thy sportive fancy roves 

O^er smiling plains, through shady groves, 

Now pleased the glowing landscape to design 

And now tiie elegiac garland to entwine, 

Still do we mark the true poetic fire. 

And listen with delight, when Thyrsis strikes the lyre. 

And, may you thus the generous task pursue, 
Tour theme is still onhackney*d-«-still is new : 
For you, shall fame a lasting wreathe prepare. 
Who from oblivion woidd your country save. 
And tell the world Columbians sons are brave, 
Hek daughters good as fair ! 



CAROLINE. 
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FRENEAU'S POEMS. 



REFLECTIONS 



HE GRADUAL PROGRESS Or NATIONS FROM DEUf^ 
GRATICAL STATES, To lAlSPOriC EMPIRES. 

lantua vs misers aimium vicioa Cremoos! niftlL. 

3h fatal day ! when to the Atlantic shore, 

ropean de^ts sent the doctrine o*er, 

at manN vast race was born to lick the dust ; ^ 

ed on the winds, or toil through life accurst ; 

or and diespised, that rulers might be greal; 

id swell to noonarchs, to devour the state. 



• 



(Vhence came these ills, or from what causes greffi 
is vortex vast, that only spares the few, 
;^potic sway, where every plague comblnedt 
^tracts, degrades, and swallows up mankind ; 
ikes from the intellectual sun its light, 
id shrouds the world in universal night ? 

Accuse not nature for the dreary scene, 

at glooms her stage or hides her heavea serene^ 

c^, eqiia) still in all her varied ways, 

I equal blessing t<^ the world djsplays^, 

B 
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The SUDS that now on northern climates glovr, 

Will soon retire to melt Antarctic snow, 

The seas she robb'd to form her clouds and rain, 

Return in rirers to that source again ; 

But man, wrong'd man, borne down, deceired and 

Tex'd, 
Groans on through life, bewilder'd and perplexed ; 
No 8un80D him but suns of misery shine, 
Now march'djto war, now groTelling in the mine. 
ChainM, fetter*d, prostrate, sent from earth a slave, 
To seek rewards in worlds beyond the grave. 

If in her general system, just to all, 
We nature an impartial parent call. 
Why did she not onmaa's whole race bestow. 
Those fine sensations angels only know ; 
Who, sway*d by reason, with superior mind 
In nature's state all nature's blessings find. 
Which shed through all, does all their race pervade, 
In streains^not niggard by a despot made ? 

Leave ihis a secret in great nature's breast. 
Confess that all her works tend to the best, 
' *dr own that man's neglected culture here 
Breeds all the mischiefs that we feel or fear. 
In all, except the skill to rule her race, 
Man, wise and skilful, gives each part its place . 
Each nice machine he plans, to reason true. 
Adapting all things to the end in view. 
But taught in this, the art himself to rule 
His sense is folly, and himself a fool. 



PROGRESS OF NATIONS. 16 

Where social strength resides, there rests, tis plais, 
The power, manlEindto govern and restrain : 
lliis strength is not bat in the social plan 
Controling aH, the common good of man. 
That power c^ncentred^bj the general Toice* 
In honest men, an honest people's choice. 
With frequent change, to keep the patriot pure. 
And from vain views of power the heart secure : 
Here lies the secret, hid from Rome or Greece, 
That holds a state in awe, jet holds in peace. 

See through the world, in ages now retired, 
Man foe to man, as policy required : 
At some proud tyrant's nod what millions rose. 
To extend their sway, and make a world their foes. 
View Asia ravaged, Europe drench'd with blood. 
In feuds whose cause no nation understood. 
The cause we fear, of so much misery sown* 
Known at the helm of state, and there alone. 

Left to himself^ wherever man is found. 
Id peace he aims to walk life's little round ; 
In peace to sail, in peace to till the soil. 
Nor force faise grandeur from a brother's toil. 
All but the base, designing, scheming, few. 
Who seize on nations with a robber's view, 
With crowns and sceptres awe his dazzsled eye. 
And priests that hold the artillery of the sky ; 
These, these, with armies, navies, potent grown, 
Impoverish man and bid the nations groanu 
These with pretended balances oC^l«& 
Keep worlds at variance, bre«d •\«mi\V»X^^ 



16 FRENPAU''S POEMS. 

Alake man the poor base slave of loV design, 
Degrade his nature to its last decline, 
Sbrd helps worst blots on bis exalted race. 
And make them poor and mean, to noake them base 

Shall Tievrg like these asir^il our happy landt 
Where embryo monarciis thirst for wide command. 
Shall a whole nation*s strength and fair renown* 
Be sacrificed, to prop a tottering thrope. 
That, ages past, the world's ^reat curse has stood. 
Has throf^e on plunder, and been frd on blood.— 
Americans ! will you control such yiews ? 
Speak-^foryon must — ^you have no hour to lofi^* 




TO THE R|:v:, 

SABfUEL STANHOPE SMITH, D, D. 

Jndprfi8:derU of JVassau-haUn (U Princeton^ New-Jt 
sey, on the rebviidiiig of ikal noble eiyUet whi 
had bun destroyed by Jirf . 

This honor*d pile, so late in ashe^ laid« 
Once more emerges, by your generous aid; 
Your aid, and their*8. who through our vast d^^tpaiOp 
Befriend the muses, and their cause sustain. 

In flaunes inyolyed, that stately fabric fel|. 
Where, long presiding, you deserved so ff el| « 
But. to the dast when you beheld it fall, 
^behoopf:% famed majefUf:, nass^(1-HaI(I(,i 



NASSAU-HALL. 1 

Not then repioing in that darkened hour 
Tour native genius shoiv'd its native power, 
And planu'd the means to bid a structure rise 
Pride of the arts, and favorite of the ivise. 
For this we saw you trace the unwearied mile 
And saw the friends of Nassau on you male ; 
They to your efforts lent their generous aid, 
And every honor to your genius paid, 
To the firm patron of the arts they gave 
What Alfred lavished, and what arts should have. 

For this we saw you rove the southern waste 
In our Columbia's milder climates placed. 
Those happier shores, where Carolina proves 
The friend of Princeton's academic groves. 
Where Georgia owns the wreath to science due 
And honored science, genius, art, and you : 
And Charleston every generous wish retum*d, 
Sigh*d for the loss, and for her favorite moum'd. 
Proud of her sons, who by your cares are seen 
Lights of the world, and pride of social man. 
There Ramsay met you, esculapian «age, 
The famed historian of a warring age. 
His word gave vigor to your vast design, 
Aud his strong efforts equallM all but thine. 

Nassau revived, from thence in time proceed 
Chiefs, who shall empire sway, or legions lead, 
AVho, warm'd with all that philosophic glow 
Which Greece, or Rome, or reasoning powers bestow^ 
Shall to mankind the friends aud guardians \>« 
Stiallmake tbem rirtuous^ and preserve Uvrai Vt^e. 

B2 



1$ FRENEAU'S POEMS. 

From that lost pile, which, now to aslics tum*d ; 
The sag*^ rrgivtted and the muses mournM, 
Sprung, once, a race who firm to frecdom*s causet 
RepellM oppression and despotic la^vs, 
Unsc-'ptred ktnp:, or one at U^2i< dismissM, 
With half the lordR and prefects on his list : 
Such, early, here imbibed the sacred flame 
That iclanced from heaven, or irom tnie science cam 
With these enrollM. i>e every honor done 
To our firm statesman, patriot, madison, 
FormM to the purpose of a reasoning age, 
To raise its genhis, and direct its rage. 

This tribnte from a friendly heart receive, 
O Smith ! which mnst your liind indulgence orav0, 
If half a stranger to the poet*8 lay. 
It tails your just, your due revrard to pay. 



THE NEW AGE 5 

OB, TRUTH TRIUMPHANT. 

In reason's view the times advance 
That other scenes to man disclose, 
^hen nature to her children grants 
^ smiiins season of repose ; 

Ai'd 'tH'iV'T lawi tl'e wise wi'l trae<;, 
J> cprh tfie wicked of our race. 



THE NEW AGB. |9 

Those happy^i^^es, jrears of bliss. 

Had inaaj ao aDcient sage foretold, 
Who, if they err'd or aught amiss, 
Predicted of this age of gold. 

It was, that crovriis and courts and kingi 
Would still attend this change of thingi« 

Strange thought, that they whose god is gain, 
• Who !i?e by war, wholhrive on blood. 
Of half that live the curse the bane. 
Could ever rule among the good : 

These did some hateful fiend engage 

To banish peace and vex the age. 

Man to be happy, as he may 

As far as nature meant him here, 
Should yield to no despotic sway 
Or systems of degrading fear ; 

4nd sovereign man, new modelPd now. 
To sovereign man alone should bow. 

The civil despot, once destroy'd. 

With all bis base, tyrannic laws, 
The mind of man will be employ *d 
In aiding virtue and her cause :' 

Enlightened once, informed and frec» 
The mind admits no tyranny. 

I saw the blest benignant hour 

Whrn the worst plague of human rac*, 
Dread superstition, lost her power. 
And, with her patrons, black and ba&Q* 



20 FRENEAU'S POEMS. 

Fled to the darkest shades of hell. 
And bade at least one world farewell. 

Fanatic flames extinguish*d, all 

The energy of thought will rise : 
I see imposture's fabric fall, 
Each wicked imp of falsehood dies ; 
And sovereign truth prevails at last 
To triumph o'er the errors paht. 

The moral beauties of the mind 

If man would to a blessing turn. 
And the great powers to him assign'd 
Would cultivate, improve, adorn : 
The sun of happiness, and peace 
Would shine on earth and never cease. 



ON THE 

DEATH OF CATHARINE II. 

Empress qfdU the Russias, 

Confusion to that iron sway 
Which bids the brute, not roan, obey. 
And dooms him to Siberian soil, 
Cliains, whips, and vassalage, and toil. 

This female wolf, whom wolves did nurse, 
^99 long of poJar worlds the curse, 



• 



CATHARINE IL 61 

This Catharine, tkilVd ifi rf)ya] artf. 
To the dark world at la^it depart^. 

, > 

Id style, the ji^ppnd of bf r ns^ne. 

She to tbej^crowo by treason came i 

To Peter, drowsy, roj^l drop^. 

She ga?e a prison ^f ^ ^bronve. ' 

She would b^we, f\eiit bf c ^rtai' b^odfi 
To waste and ravage gallic lands. 
She would ha?e sent her legions o'er, 
Columbia ! to invade your shore *— - 

But, even in conqne^ she foresaw 
Destruction to despotic law , 
She fear'd, in hordes returning home. 
That liberty wpu|d witfi th^m como- 

She fearM the savago frp9i tbf df Q 
Would see dpd learn thja rig(its of hoe^ : 
And hence, in timje, ^^stcqc^PP bring 
To hell's ?icege^^l]t^-^T^^e^Q aiHi l^in^* 

No thanks to her ! «b<? f<P^*d her b,east$9 
Enslaved by kings, enslaved by priests. 
Even if all freedpcQ tb<*y P'er rajp, 
Would learn tb^ dignily p|iuai^ ; 

And kept them honq?, ^pA W^ tbed;i tbeif , 
Opprr<«ion*8 irou r^lgu tp b? ajc ; 
An>: never meet a b^am of light, 
iBvolved in w^js tii^d 2it;ipb\a.> ^mjol* 

1 
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Now she is dead, and Paul will rise 
As fierce as she, but not as wise ; 
He maj his barbarous millions send, 
He may the fidl of France intend ; 

But they wlio see with keener eye 
Will see them faint, will see them fly ; 
With hostile step will see them come 
To turn their backs, or meet their doom. 



ON 

ARRIVING IN SOUTH CAROLINA, 

A happy gale presents, once more. 
The gay and ever verdant diore. 
Which every pleasure will restore 

To those who come again : 
Ton, Carolina, firom the seas 
Emerging, claim ail power to please, 
Emeige with elegance and ease 

From Neptune's briny main. 

To find in you a happier Kiome, 
Retirement for the days to come, 
From northern coasts you saw me roam. 

By flattering fancy moved : 
I came, and in your fragrant woods, 
Your magic isles and gay abodes, 
/a rani bsLODta and passing floods 
Review'd the scenes I loved, 
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Wbeii saOing oft, from year to year 
And leaTing all I counted dear, 
I firand the happy country here 

Where manly hearts abound ; 
Where iriendship's kind extended hand. 
All social, leads a generous band ,* 
Where heroes, who redeem'd the land 

Still lire to be renown*d : 

Who Uve to fill the trump of fiune, 
Or, dying, left the honor'd name 
Which Atkms had been proud to claim 

From her historian's page 

Hiese with inva^ng thousands stroye. 
These bade the Ibe their prowess prove. 
And firom their old dominions drore 

The tyrants of the age. 

Long, long may every good be thine, 
Sweet country, named from Caroliru^ 
Once seen in Britain's court to shine 

The fiiirest of the fair : 
Still may the wanderer find a home 
Where'er thy yaried forests bloom. 
And peace and pleasure with him come 

To take their station here. 

KereAMey^ with his brother stream. 
By Charltston gliding, all, may claim. 
That ever graced a poet's dream 
Or sooth'd a statesman's cares ; 



214 FRENEAU'S POEMS. 

She, seated near her foref^^t blue. 
Which winter's rigor never knevr, 
With hall* an ocean in her view 
Her shining turrets rears. 

Bere stately oaks of Hvio^ greeiir 
Along the exfend^ coast aVe seeoi. 
That rise beneath ^ h^vien sen^iie. 

Unfading through the year.... 
In groves the tall P^inf^tta groWs» 
Its sharIeK inviting to repose. 
The fairest, IdVefi^ scenes di^cldsd.... 

All natora cinAins ds Here. 

Dark vrildit are thine, (be y^Tloir feld't 
And rivers by n6 fi-ost rbngeal'd. 
And, Ceres, all that you can yiekl - 

To deck the festive board ; 
The snow white fieece, from pods ttiat ^oif^ 
And every seed that Flora sows^— 
The orknge and the fig-tree shdws 

A paradise restored. 

There rural love to bless the swains' 
In the bright eye of beaufy reigns, 
And brings a heaven upon the plains 

From some dear Emma's charms ; 
Some Laura fair wHo haunts the ibead, 
Some Helen, whom the graces lead, 
WtiOise chanMs the charms of her exeeioft 

That set the world in arm«. 
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And distant from the failleo roar 
Of oc^ao, 'hnrxtiii}|r on tlie shore, 
A region rises, T^kied more 

Than all the ihores possess : 
There lofty hills their range display. 
Placed in a climate ev«r gay. 
From wars and commerce far away, 

Sweet nature's wilderness. 

There all that art has taught to bloom, 
The streams that from the mountain foam.. 
And thine, Entaw, that distant roam, 

Impart supreme delight : 
The prospect to the western glade, 
The ancient forest, ^undecay'd— 
All these the wildest scenes hare made» * 

That ever awed the sight 

There Cangaree his torrent pours, 
Saludd, throng tbQ forest roars. 
And black Cakaoba lav€s his shores 

With waters from afiir. 
Till mingled with the proud SanUe^ 
Tfieir strength, united, finds the sea, 
Throojdi many a plain, by many a tree. 

Then rush across the bar. 

But, where all nature's fancies Join, 
Were but a single acre mine. 
Blest with the cypress and the pine, 
I would request no more ; 
C 
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And leaving all that once could please. 
The northern gvoves and stormy seas — 
I would not change such scenes as these 
For all that men adore. 



TO THE 



MEMORY OP EDWARD RUTLEDCfE, < 

hue governor qf South CaroUna* 

Removed from life's uncertain stage. 

In virtue firm, in honor clear-— 
One of the worthies of our age« 

RUTLEDGE! resigns his station here. 

Alike in arts of war and peace. 

And form*d hj nature to excel. 
From early Rome and ancient Greece, 

He modellM all his actions well. 

When britons came, with cfaams to hind. 

Or ravage these devoted lands, 
He our firm league of freedom sq^'d 

And counseH'd how to lireak their bands. 

To the great cause of honor true. 
He took his part with manly pride. 
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His spirit o*er these regions flew, 
Tbe patriots' and tlie soktiera' guide. 

In arts of peace, in war's bold schemes 
Amongst our brightest stars he mored, 

Tbe Lees, the Moultries, Sumters, Greenes-* 
By all admhred, bj all beloved. 



A patriot of superior mould, 
He dared all foreign force oppose. 

Till, fivm a tyrant's a^es cold. 
The mi^ity pile of freedom rose. 

Id process of succeeding days 
When peace resumed her joyous reign, 

Witti laurel wreaths and twining bays 
He sought less acti]^9 life agahi. 

* '■ * 

lliere, warm to plead Che orphan's cause 
From misery's eylB to dry the tear, 

He stood where justice guards the laws 
At once humane, at once setrere. 

Twas not his firm enlightened mind, 

S6 ardent in affairs of state ; 
Twas not that he in armies shined 

That made bim so completely great : 

Persuasion dwelt upon bis tongue. 
He spoke^all hush'd, and all were awed;* 

From all he said convii^ion sprung, 
And crowds were eager to app\a.\id. 
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Thus long esteem'd, tbus early \a\e4. 
The tender husband, friend sincere ; 

The parent, patriot, sage, approved, 
Had now sarrived bh fiftieth year-— 

Had now the highest honorR met 
That Carolina could bestow ; 

Presi<ling o*er that potent state 
Wht re streams of wealth aod plenty How ; 

Where labor spreads ber niral reign 
To western regions bold and free ; 

And commerce on the Atlantic main 
Wafts her rich stores of industry : 

Then left this sta§;e of human thii^ 

To shine in a sublimer tpbere 
Wb vit time to one assemblage brings 
« Ail riituous mindSi all hearts smeere. 



ON SUPERSTITION. 

Imphnted in the human breast. 
Religion means to make us blest ; 
On reason built, she lends her aid 
To help us tbitKigh life's sickening diade. 

But man, to endle^ error prone 

Aiid lifaring most wbat't most ODkBown, 
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T a pimntoms bows that round him rise, 
To angry gods, and vengeful skies. 

Mistaken nee, in error lost, 
And (o^R to them who love you most, 
No more fictitious gods revere. 
Nor worship what engenders fear. 

O Superstition ! to thy sway 
If man has bow'd and will obey,. 
Misfortune still must be his doom 
And sorrow through the days to come. 

Beace, ills on ills succ€:s<$ive grow 
To cloud our day of bliss below ; 
Htoee wars and feuds, and deadly hate. 
And all the woes that on them wait. 

Here moral virtue finds its bane. 
Hence, Ignorance with her slavish train, 
Hence, half the vigor of the mind 
RelaxM^ or lost in human kind. 

The social tie by this is broke 
When we some tyrant god invoke : 
The bitter curse from man to man 
From this Infernal fiend began. 

The reasoning power, celestial guest, 
The stamp upon the soul imprefts'd ; 
When Superstition's awe degrades, 
99beaMy Ms, its splendor fades. 

C 2 
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O ! turn from her detested wayi, 
Unhappj man ! her fatal maze ; 
The reason which he gave, improrct 
And Teiierate the power above. 



THE ROYAL APPRENTICE, 
A LONDON STORY. 

A widow who some miles from London lived, 
Far in a vale obscure, of little note, 
With much ado a poor subsistence gain*d * 
From a spioning-wheel» that Just her living brougli 

A son she had, a rude mischievous wight. 
Who, now to fifteen years or more arrived, 
Would neither dig nor thresh, nor hold the plongl 
But simply by the poor old woman lived. . 

Joan thought it time this lazy, lounging lad 
Should learn some trade, since country work he ha 
Jerry, said she, to London you must go. 
And learn to work ; fi>r this yon was created ; 

While tarrying here, you eat up all my kail. 
Scarce leave a turnip-top— my hens you kill. 
And nothing earn' : — my whfsel alone goes roundr 
BirtUmema$tcomefmj boyi when stop itwUl ; 



THE ROYAL APPRENTICE. 31 

Tonr legsaod amis grpw every day more stroi^ ; 
For height you shortly will be caird a man ; 
Not so with me — I am hastening down the hill 
And soon most mix with dust, where I began ! 

Jerry wtth tiears, received the good advice ; 
So, np to London town, next week they went ; 
Now choose, said Joan, the trade you fancy best. 
For to some trade you must and ^all be sent. 

^ round he stroll'd through many a street and alley, 
Saw blacksmitlis, here like Vulcan, wielding sledge^ 
There tailors, sitting cross-leggM, on a board, 
Next barbers, whetting up their razors edges ; 

Now saw a cobbler, cobbling in his stall. 
Then, ireaver, busy with his warp and woof. 
Now, mason, raising high some iordling^s wall. 
Or carpenter, engaged upon a roof. 

These pleased hfm not — all this was hard earn'd cash, 
Tight work he thought, in one disguise or other ; 
He look*d at labor-^-saw it was not good — 
Or only good» as managed by his mother. 

He shook his head, as if he meant to say, 
All this is worse than threshing — ^leam a trade ! 
Something I'll learn that's fine, genteel, and airy. 
For common work these hands were never madA, 

At last, he chanced to stray where dwells thekin^i 
Or^t Geoqpe Oie third, in all his ^omf andi^gAS^ \ 
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Well now, thought Jerry, here must live a man 
That has a trade would suit me to a hair. 

There's little doing— all Ir brisk and gay, 
And dainty dishes go a begging here : 
Some seem to work, yet ail their work is play, 
I will be bound at least for seven Umgvear. 

So back he came where honest Joan was waithig«— 
Well. Jerry tell me, what's the trade you pitch on ? 
Mother, said he, there is but one I like. 
Or which a man is likely to get rich on— * 

** Come tell me th^n the businesf you prefer : 
One only thriving trade !— a curious thing ! 
Out with it then !" — said Jerry, mother dear, 
9ear mother, bind me 'prentice to the king. 



THE MILLENNIUM— 

TO A E ANTING FIELD ORATOR. 

With aspect wild, in ranting straui 

You bring the brilliant period near, 
When monarchy will close her reign 
And wars and warriors disappear ; 
The lion and the lamb will stray. 
And, social, walk the woodland way. 

1 (sar, with superficial view 
Fmt eontempJate dame Datim*B pto ;-^ 
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Sbe Tarioosfoms of beiug drew. 

And made tbe conunoD tyrant — man : 
She fonn'lthem all with wise design, 
Distii^ishM each* and drew the line. 

Obserre jthe lion's Tisage bold 

His iron tooth, his murderous claw, 
His aspect cast in anger's mould ; 
Tbe strength of steeF is in his paw : 
Could he be meant with lambs to stray 
Or feed aloi^ the woodland way ? 

Since first his race on earth began 

War wafrbis trade and war will be : 
And when he quits that ancient plan 
With milder natures to agree. 

He wilt be changed to something new 
And have tome other part to do. 

One system see thronj^ all this frame, 

Apparent discord still prevails ; 
Tbe forest yields to active flame. 
The ocean swells with stormy gales ; 
No season did the God decree 
When leagued in friendship these should be. 

And do you think that human kind 
Can shun the all-pervading law — 
That passion's slave we ever find — 
Who discord from their nature draw :— 
Ere discord can from man depart 
He must asaame a, diiSerent heart. 
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Yet in the slow adFaoce of thingi 

A time may come our race may rise* 
By reafoii*s aid to stretch their wings. 
And see the light with other eyes ; 
And when the ancient mist is passM; 
To find their nature changed at last. 

The sun himself, the powers ordain. 
Should in no perfect circle btray ; 
Be shuns the equatorial plane. 
Prefers an odd serpentine way* 
Ami lessens yearly, sophists prQTe, 
His angle in the voids above. 

When moyiojr in his ancient line. 

And no oblique ecliptic near, 
Witli some new influence he may 8hui« 
But you and I will not be here 
To see the lion shed his teeth 
Qr kipgs toilet the trade of death-^ 



ON THE FEDERAL CITY~1 TOT, 

All human things must Jiave their rise. 
And Rome advanced from littlb size 
Till future ages saw her frown 
The flBistress of the world, tb^ii koowo. 
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So, bounding on Potowmac^s flood, 
Where ancient oaks so lately stood 
An infant city grows apace 
Intended for a ruling race. 

Here capitols of awful height — 
Alrftady burst upon the sight. 
And buildings, meant for embryo kings 
Display their fronts and spread their wings* 



This city bodes no common fati 
All other towns, as books relate. 
With huts at first were thinly spread, 
With hovels mean, or humble shed. 

But matters here are quite reversed ; 
Here, palaces are built the first. 
And late will common rustics come 
In such abodes to find a home. 

Meantime,* it will be &ir and just 
(Nor will our congress fret, we trust) 
If while the poor at distance lurk— 
Themselves do their own dirty work« 

Rome's earliest citizeM were thieves* 
So history tells, and man believes i 
May matters be again reversed. 
May they who here inhabit first 
lostruct the late historians pen 
To write — that they were honest ra en. 
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THE NAUTICAL RENDEZVOUS. 

fTritten at a house in Gvadalovpe, in 1800, nhere ihof 
werg coUecting recrtntt /or a privateer. 

The ship preparing for the main 
Enlists a. wild, but gallant train. 
Who in a moving jail would roam 
Disgusted with the world at home. 

Thej quit the fields and quit the trees 
To seek their bread on stormy seas ; 
Perhaps to see the land no more. 
Or see, but not enjoy the shoi'e« 

Tlierc must be somens this world goes 
Who every joy and pleasure lose. 
And round the world at random stray 
To gain their bread the shortest way. 

They hate the ax, they hate the hoe 

And execrate the rural plough. 

The mossy bank, the sylvan shade 

Where once they wrought, where once they play*4 : 

Prefer a boisterous, mad career, 
A broken leg, and wounds severe, 
To all the joys that can be found 
On mountain top or furrow'd ground 
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A haquDock holds them when they sleep ; 
4. tomb, wbendyiog, in the deep, 
A crowded deck, a cann of beer 
These sods of Amphitrite prefer 
To all the verdHre of the fields 
Or all a quiet pilk)w yields. 

lliere miist be such a nervous race. 
Who venture all, and no disgrace ; 
Who will support through every blast. 
The shatter'd ship, the flailing mast^- 
Who will support through every sea 
The sacred cause of liberty. 
And every foe to ruin drag 
Who aims to strike the gallic fla^;. 



IE ROYAL COCKNEYS IN AMERICA~1797. 

iVhy travel so far from your insular home» 
Ye cockneys of London, and all in a foam, 
Fo talk, and to talk, with coxcombical phi2^ 
Ajod tell what a nuisance democracy is : 

Twas a lesson rve learned 

When you were concern'd j 

[n wishing success to the vast preparations 
To conquer and pillage the royalrplarUaiiom* 

We americans far from your king-ridden isle 
Do humbly beseech you, all democrat hateni, 

1> 
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bodies or souls you defile, 
*ff, with your lies and your satiifw.' 
you worship requests your assisitaBC*^ 
you help him at such a longdistaDCft^ 
jglishman's creed, 
y all have agreed 

1 England, there's nothing, they sweaft 
old Ene^land— dear England — compm ; 
id England, or weMl send you there. 

rrived from the hivefl of the east* 

!jo sap the republic's foundation ; 

Jieir leader, their scribe, and their priest f 

', Porcupine Peter, 

democrat-eater, 

d by Pitt, at the charge of the natioo, 
to the demo's a new revelation. 

IS in England, and some who are here, 
I to join in his sink of scurrility, 
him, tis certain, four thousand a year 
. damn'd libel, to please our nobilitj : 
I — is the hero of all that is said 
K)ra1 Cobbett* — a man of the blade ? 
his countrymen thought 
lat for nothing we fought 
mean to regain, by the aid of his press, 
they lost, to their shame and disgrace, 
t them/air^ engage 
some liberal page : 

'ing to the egotUtlcal style of his writinp. 
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can giTe tbem an answer, not relisb'd bf tome, 
» will Kef tbeir friend Peter go, wbifoperiDg, bome. 



ODE TO THE AMERICANS ; 

ttc progrtti qf Uberl;/ and muivn in the world is 
t and gradmd ; bvl, contideriitfi tlu prtitat MaU nf 
■g$, and the light ^ tcienct tmMier»% tprt(,iHngf 
it catmot be ii/itg imiptdti, or U* cotnpltU citailiifr- 
It prtvented,—nii, 

Hey wbo surre; the biiman stage, 

Id reason's Tieir ; through time's past age. 

Will find, HhoteTer nature phkDo'd 

Came, fint, imperfect from ber hand. 

Or what ourselves impf^tct call ; 

In natare's eje, tbougb perfect all'— 

To man she gave to bnpruTe, adorn ] 
But let him halt — and all things tnm 
To assume their wild primeval cast. 
The groivth of a neglected waste. 

Tond' statelj trees, so fresh and fcif. 
That now such golden burthens bear 
Were ODce mean Ehnihs that, far Irom viev,' 
In desert ivoods, uuthrlftj greir. 

Man saw the ser^ or.^omethlng rood 
In tbrae rude children of the ^i<lod.*i 



I i 
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Apply'd the knife, and pruned witb care, 
Till art has made them what they are. 

With curious eye, search history's page, 
And MAN obsrrve, through every age ; 
At first a mere barbarian, he 
Bore nothing good, (like that wild tree.) 

At length by thought and reason's aid, 
Keflection piercing night's dark shade. 
Improvements gain'd, by slow advance 
Direction, not the work of chance. 



\ Forsaking, first, the savage den 

; ' And fellow-beasts less fierce than men, 

I = ^ew plans they form*d ibr wcu* or power. 

And sunk the ditch and raised the tower. 

In course of years the human mind 
Advancing slow proved more refined, 
Less brutal in external show. 
But native mischief lurk'd below, 

Despots and kings begun their part, 
' And millions fell by rules of art ; 

I Or malice, rankling all the while. 

Lay hid beneath the treacherous smile. 



^ 



Religjon brought her potent aid 
To kings, their subjects to <iegiude — 
Religion ! — to profane your name 
7%e hag ei superstition came, 
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Aiid seised your place, the world to eostiare* 
A bitter harvest doomM to bear ! 
And priests, or history much deccircs, 
Tura*d ild-de-camps to sceptred thieves.. 

At last, that cherub from the skies, 
(Our natureTDeaut to humanise,) 
Aud sway, without a king or crowD, 
Philosophy, from heaven came down : 

Adorn*d with all her native charms 
-She clasp'd her offspring in her arms, 
In hope the mists of night to chase 
And hold them in her fond embrace. 

She, only she, for virtue warm 
Dissolved ihe spell and broke the charm. 
That bade mankind their hands imbue 
In blood, to please the scheming few, 

Arm'd with a dart of fire and love 
She leit the seats and courts above. 
And her celestial power displayed 
Not to compel, but to persuade. 

The moment she had whirl'd her sling 
Each trembling war-hawk drooped his wing : 
They saw that ^asou*s game was won, 
They saw the trade of tyrants done : 

And all was calm — she saw, well pleased, 

The havoc done^ the tumult eea&ed^ 

D2 



Sbe sair hrr tbrone wan now Adored, 
She saiv the re^ of petce restored, 

And mtd, ' I leitTe you — pny, be wiiel 
' I'm oil a Tisit to the skies, 
' Let 'iDceDw on mj aUzn burn 
' And you'll be blett till ( retam.' 

Bat sad rererte r — when oat of irigbt 
The fiends of darltitei's watch'd her flight— 
What she hut bailt, they soon dKplaeed, 
^ertemptei bum'd, tier tracks effitccd. 

Tlieir force tkey Join'd, toquenchberlame,- 
A thousand ghartly 1-. gions came 
To blast the bloinoni in the bud 
And retivgntde to chaioi and blood. 

The people ! — to be boi^t and sold. 
Were still the prize they trish'd to bold;— 
All peasants, soldiers, Hilors, slaves, 
The common sfaik c^ nigiies and knave*. 

Tet, nature mn^ her circle ran— 
Can they arrest tlie rising sun ? 
Pre»eot his wann reTiTing ray. 
Or dnde the inlhienee of the iaj 1 

If Europe to the yoke retarm, 
Colombia at the idea spunut — 
Let Britain wield barbarian rage 
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In Tain ber niTftfpreads Us sails. 
The strength bf wind at last pi^vafli ; 
And reason ! thy prodigions power 
. Has bnoaght it to its clofii^ hoitr. 

Appeal to arms henMbith 9h<iiM emUef 
And man might learn to Hve in peaee; 
No kings with iron liearts should reign. 
To seize old ocean's free domain. 

Americans ! wenld yon conspitv 
To extinguish this increasing fiite? 
Would you, so late from fetters freed, 
Join party in so base a'd^ed? 

Would yon dear freedom sacrifice. 
Bid nayies on the ocean rise. 
Be bound by military laws. 
And all, to aid a tyrant's cause ? 

Oh, no ! but should iall^anie foivakc, 
And graiUude her exit make, 
C^uM you, as thousands say you can. 
Desert the common cause of man ? * 

A curse would on ybiir effbits wait 
Old british sway to reinstate ; 
No hireling hosts Could force a crown 
Nor keep the bbM republic down : 

The rising race, combined once more, 
^Yon]i hooor to om cause restote, 
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Jind ia your doom and downfall seal 
Sacb woes as wicked kifigs shall feel. 

O liberty ! sepiphic name, 
'With whom from heaven Mr yirtue came* 
For whom, through years of misery toss*4 
One hoQilred thousand lives were lost ; 

Still shall all grateful hearts to thee 
Inrline the bead and bend the knee^; 
For thee this dream of life tbrego 
And quit th^ wprid when thou dost got 



THE MODERN JEHU; 

OR, NOBILITY ON FOUR WHEELS. 
JVamque ante Helcnam ciirms ftiit. — bob. 

Old JfBho never drove so fast 

A Jehu incur <. ay. 
Whoso chaript nms at such a rate 

It soon must run away. 

And what an angel do we see ! 

Fair Anna by his side ! 
And is — I ask-— or is she not 

This modem Jehu's bride? 

6he surely is of royal rao&— 
jVpbility at least : 
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And to what palace do they drtve 
To share sottie rojral fe^? 

9r Jeha, in the ^j inaiehilie 

Wedged m with smiling Nan^ 
Looks iD^tj wise, and cunnings 

Than Jeha's oinmn^ man* 

0*er public and IreptibUcan 

Full royally he rode, 
Ahd on theistrei^ of bfMidak 

Came blundering aU abroaul. 

The very horses seem to tell 

That we must doff our hats. 
When gallopii^ along they go 

So much like Utile tats. 

O Jehu, such a mad career 

Will never, never do ; 
We, little people, in the streets 

Most pass as well as yoo. 

f» litlfe trhisp^ht dome have s^id 

The-teatter was design*d. 
The footman diould have sat before 

And Jehu stood behind. 

What is the motto to the cbafeh ? 

Stand off, and tet us hear : 
But have a care and do not tou6h 

The afifijjgiis on the relr. . 
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The motto is, in latin words, 

.* Dame Fortune helps the bold :'♦ 
And this, we know, it also noeans,-*- 
Shc help'd a de?ilish scoldk 

Thenf take good care, sir Jehu dear* 
Who drive a^ such a rate. 

Or Nanny, she may get 3./al(f 
And you a broken pate. 

Such things have happen*d thrice befom 

As she remembers well. 
And happen but it may again. 

Not Nanny's self can tell. 

These coaphes are uncertain, thinfs , 
When honses take a start. 

The likeliest way to ride secure 
Is in the market cart. 



THE POLITICAL RIVAL SUITORS. 

Occasioned by the detection qf certain foreign tckevi^ 
Jor exclusive pripUeget in American com$neru. 

This western world, aglowbig maid 
In tbrtiine*6 shining robes array*d, 
This heiress of a vast estate 
Though not of very ancient date. 
Beheld a crowd of lovers come 
To£^in her love and take her home. 



k 



* Fortiina forUbus Cavet, 
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This oympfa was of a tawny cast. 
And now her twentieth year * had pass'd ; 
Her hands and arms were well enough. 
Her features showed iier— -rugged stuff; 
She rather seem'd inclined to fat— 
An Indian's feather deckt her hat ; 
An home-made necklace— not of pearl— 
AdemM the ncW of nature's girl. 
And on her breasra knot she bore 
Of flowers a little stain'd by war ; 
Upon her shoulders hung a bow 
With which she would a hunting go 
Whenever humor, whim, or chance 
Inclined her to her savage haunts 
To scour the waste, or climb the hill^ 
And have diversion, at her will. 

For such a nymph, in such attire ; 
I saw the suitors, all aspire ; 
I heard them speak in courtly style, 
I saw them happy in her smile 
Each glance encouraged all they meant. 
They hoped her words express'd— consent;-^; 
Each thought he all her love possess'd,— 
But she no fond reinm confess'd. — 

They wish'd to clasp her in their arms, 
They saw in her a thousand charms ; 
No single female trait they miss'd 
T^t did— or never did —exist : 

* Of independence. 



I KltSNXAU'S FOEBUi. 

Hie llowen that twar het boigm {Ion 'd, 
Alliii«d tbeir kna to that abole 
Wbere all irai frtdi, and all wai ran. 
And all wu heviea that centred tliere. 

Freed from a fimiga pereat't cbarge ; 
She, indqwndeiit, roTcd at large i 
Sbe, DOW bad broke bia h>eka-^d keya, 
Or ckwed (be ptei, and paU her feea »— 
HE from the fint bad uaed her hard ; 
A iDotber too t tritb niiall regard 
Had tnm'4 ber off to do her beit, 
Ifbeo groTTii too neak to bold ber btt. 

Noir, If Ucb of all this Eoitor train, 
CoLDMBM, ihall thy &Tor galo ? — 
Weatih Ifaat tbrjMMBcEsicH) suei. 
Do, tell me wbich of all jou choose ? 

Proud of hii Tast extended rejpi, 
Hb Boating empire on tbe niain. 
With batra) to atfection tum'd 
The britoa for bet faton bum'd. 

With beariih graap he (queeced ber hand, 
' And gironi'd oiit — " slave — at jour command — 
" Although Pre hagg'd jou, black and blue 
■■ I wonldonr ancient lore reaeir '." 

She thoiigbt hii «tjle by much too eoane ; 
8^ Kould not yield ber besrt to force : 
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^Gire me«' said she, * my ships agaia» 
' My hosts imprifionM on the inaio, 

* And yoil ibay dangle in my train. 

* I have been wrong*d, and basely ra ; 
♦Where rancor is, can friendship glow ? 
'♦Much less that heaven- descended iSame 
•That you know not — nor will I nam e * ■ 

* With arms of lore would you embrace 
*Tbe heroine of a gallant race, 
•When, in your heart the furies join 

* To spoil and plunder all that's mine— 
•Before affection can return 

* My tears will flow, and you must mourD.'— 
Hhe spoke no more, nor yea, nor nay 
Jiut, frowning, look'd a different way. 

The dane, the dutchman. and the swedft 
At distance eyed the angry maid ; 
The russian, bred in frost and snow. 
Felt in his breast strange ardor glow ! 

So dull, in these, did passions more 
fStue cry'd, * They are not made for love J 

* These, heavy formal and df.mure 
' I can*t esteem, but may endure. 

• If from your stores yon have to spare 
•Somp stacks of hemp, or iron ware ; 

' Or, if upon yoiir soil it grows 

' What iT» hav« not — you may disposCj. 
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'Of what your merohaots have to seU; 

* So, briii^ it here— «ud all is well : 

* WttMl gire joii something iu exchange-** 

* J^nd mutual intercourse arrange — 

' Your commerce may our own unprove-«i' 

* But this is not the trade ot'loTe !' 

The Spaniard grave, with cloak and swori^ 
Some favors from the nymph implored* 
And hop«^ that for the sake of gold 
And silver, from Potosi roH'd, 
She would admit his fond embrace 
And give his love the foremost place. 

Vain were his tears and coaxing artt 
She could not bear a jealous heart. 
She said, * my friend, you sleep too sound^**' 

* Tou are both formal and renowned,—- 

* Where* er the sun displays his beam 

* From Madrid to La Plata's stream ; 

* From thence extending to Peru, 

* You travel far — and who but you ?-• 

* Ah vajrrant ! why so fond to roam ? 

* I like my lovers bf st at home. 

' Throughout the ocean of the west 

* Your SODS, your subjects, are oppressed ; 

* You wear, besides the monkish gown, 

* And that I hate, of all things known— 

* Go seek some widow to your mind ; 

* You're doating, old, reserved, unkind— 

* A chain you drag whereVr you go— > 

* A Jorer irith a chaia 1-r-l voyt. 
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' 1 iroiild not risk that clankini; chain 

* for all your mexican domain. 
*Qo^ find sonie widow, wrinkled, okl« 

* i loFe the young, the free, the bold.* 

Tlie turk, himself, to enpi^e her loTt 
Trom A^iaN coasts began to move : 
fie toiichM his nose upon her cheek 
And many an effort made to speak : 
fits bead was with a turban graced 
A zone of searlet wrapp*d his waist, 
And from his shoulders, flowing down. 
The breezes kisi^d Mahomet's gown : 
The sandals on his feet were seen 
With 8apphire<« studded, blue and greeH, 
And, aill embroidered, on his breast. 
He wore a costly crimson Test ; 
]>e8potic sway was in his port. 
Bis manners werr from Selim's court; 
And with a stately step he strode, 
£ach gesture in the eastern mode. 
Still on his brow remain'd the frowB 
Descended from the tirtar crown— 
Nor said he much— -but half in jest, 

* Hoped he might court her, with the rest.* 

' Oh no !* she cried, ' It will not do ! 

* I cannot link with such as you — 

* What want 1 from your distant shore ? 

* Your prophet I cannot adore— 

* W^at visions on your fancy flv 

* What means, I pray, that sl«epy ^ye ? 
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* Tour visage is a swarthy pale 

* Yoii look, as though jfou were in jail : 

* Oh, sir ! in drugs I do not deal* 

* And you have little else to sell, 
^ Or little else, demanded here ; 

* Your opium, too, is very dear, 

* And, it imported o*fr the deep, 

' I tear would put nie soon to sleep : 

* A sleepy love I grant to none, 

* So, take your leave, and pray be gone.* 

The frenchman came, with leering ejre^ 
And trum his breast hove many a sigh; 
Spoke much, am) |oud, of favors past. 
And swore * his love would ever last.; 

* That once from ruiu he ha<l saved . 

* Ano many a danger for her braved ; 

* Had suatch^d her from the british grij»» 

* When Britain came, with many a ship^ 

* And many a legion, to destroy 

* The world's last hope — and iiis first joy.* 

She dropt some tears for what he said,. 
But thought it was no timt- to wed ; 

* And, il* a st en 1 1 raa> tell,' 
Contiuueo thus the wtstern bel!e» 

* jyiy gallic lad, I lov« you well-— . 

* And I would grant you all you ask;* 

* But I have many a heavy task, 

* Aut. ui;tny an action to perform, 

* To maicht and weatlier many a storai 
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Before the diy pf leisure comes 

From waning hosts and beating drunotft*^ 

Bat rtiU observe nne, you're the mail ! 

And, sir, 1*11 grant you all i can. 

But that is mere platonic lore ! 

No other fifes my bosom move ! 

I am the tniHrea of mankind ; 

To me the world is all as8i^*d« 

To favor all the most I can ; 

inch is my purpose, and my plan/ 



One lover, yet, remained behind, 
The awkwaidest of all mankind, 
Of ODodestt thoughtful, grave demeanor, 
Who, to that hour, had never seen her. 
Of stature tall, erect, and slim,— 
He stay'd for her to come to him ! 

* He came,* he said, * from To-ang-foot 

* The only country that be knew 

* On this world's surface worth the owning : 

* Where men are rich, and very cunning :* 
He said, * he never went a courting, 

* All came to him that wanted sporting : 
' He held his quarters at Macou, 

* And further, much, he could not go ; 

* And, if she would not meet him there, 

* Why— very well — he did not care— 

* Perhaps twas best to stay at home : 

* But, if she loved him, she might come.' 

She smiled at such a strange address^ 
Aadbardljr coald his meaning (.u^n \ 

£2 
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But an^ner'il 'hii' — ■ mf lion*>st frJPDJ, 
' I hopey .ii'ri' Bt ynurjoiiriipy'send; 
'But il'^iain foil homciraril go 
•And safi' arrive al T -a gf'g, 
' As I exist — upon nij Mfr, 

* I'll srnd yoti ^d accomplish*)! iiife !' 

Then thus to all her Eiiilors rry'd, 
' I wish not jet to br a bijile : 

• Whof 'er would in mj eyes excel, 

• TJiP secrtt Is, to use me well ; 
'If you would in my bosom tind 

' Tlie Crcssiire that poslavi-s mankind, 
' Takp not niy ships, scIkp iiotoiy men. 
'' As some have done — and yoii know w bee — 

* Perhaps at loct the time may come, 
' Witli wriniilpil face and tootlik'ss gum, 
' Th.it I from virtue's rules may part, 
' Urtray ftt I 'Rt tJie fickle heart ; 
"That I, a dolnrd. likn the rest, 
' May fell stranjtP jassion^ in ray breast, 
' Miy lake some nilserount to iny bed 

* With rotten shiiis aoit brok' ii bead, 
' B' lore a '.avjt level's fa''. 

^ And be thecflramou b^m of all.' 



( ^5 ) 



jeREPATORY LINES TO A PERIODICAL PUB- 

LIGATION. 



Wherever this rolume may chance to be read 
For the feast of good humor a table I spread ; 
Here are dishes by dossens ; whoever will eat 
Will have no just cause to complain of the treat. 

If the best of the market is not to be had 

I'll help yon to nothing that's seriously bad ; 

To .sense and to candor no place I refuse, 

Pick here and pick tliere, and wherever you choose. 

If I %\ye you a frolic I hope for no fray ; 

My style I adapt to the taste of the day, 

The feast of amusement we draw from all climes 

The best we can give in a run of hard times. 

The ^est, whom the pepper of satire may bite 
Is wrong, very wrong, if he shows us his spite ; 
ShonKi a fit of resentment be-rulHe his mind. 
Bit still, I would tell him, be calm and resign*d, 

tn the service of freedom forever prepared, 

We have done our endeavor the goddess to guard ; 

This idol, whom reason should only adore, 

And bani^'d from Europe, to dwell ou w\x %Ytfw^> 
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lo a coantrj like this, exalted by fame, 
The trade of an author importance may daim 
Which monarchs would never permit them to fifld« 
Whose views are to chain and be-darken the mind. 

Te sons of Colombia ! onr efforts befriend ; 
To you ail the tyrants of Europe shall bend 
Till reason at length shall illumine the ball 
And .man fixun his state of debasement recall. 

Republics of old« that are sunk in the dust, 
Could once, like our own, of their liberty boast ; 
fioth virtue and wisdom in Athens appear'd, 
Each eye saw their charms, and all bosoms revered. 

But as virtue and morals fell into disgrace 
Pride, splendor, and folly stept into their place ; 
Where virtues domestic no longer were known. 
Simplicity lost, and frugality flown. 

Where the virtues, that always a republic adorn. 
Were held in contempt, ot were laugh'd into scorn. 
There, tyrants and slaves were the speedy eStet 
Of virtue dishonored or &irn to neglect : 

Then tyrants and staves, the worst pbgue&of this earth* 
From the lapse of good manners were batch*d into birth ; 
And soon the base maxim all popular grew. 
And allowed, that the many were made for the few. 

From the iateof republics, or Athens, or Rome, 



PREFATORY LINES, He. ^P 

VhMD their &alts add their errors a vrarnii^ receive, 
dLod steer Irom the sfaoais where tfaej hoth foimd a 

Colomlnaos ! foreyer may freedom remain. 
And rhtue for e?er that freedom mjiintain ; 
To these, all attracting, all views should submit 
AJJ hibors of learoing, all essays of wit. 

V Tis time a new system of ibiup was embraced 
To prevail on a planet so ofteu debased ; 
As bere, with our freedom, that system began, 
Bfira^ at k^'keep it pure— for the honor •fivan. 



ON A LADY, 

low 9BCIA8ED, THAT HAD BEEN BOTH MAJP ANB 

BLIND MANY TEARS. 

Why such anxious care for curing ? 
Are youi sufiferiogs past enduriug ? 
Doctors for the eye and ear ; 

Dearest madam, 

You have had *em, 
Hadthem call'd from year to y«ir. 
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Is there pleasure in the seeing 
Many a wn tched, helpless being 
Begging bread from door to door ^ 

Want<i so many 

Of a penny 
Of those who rarely handle more. 

Are the heavens a sight engaging ? 
There I see the lightnings ragii^ 
Angry clouds in all dii'ections ^ 

Sulphnr blazing, 

Tnnpests raismg ; 
These would gi?e you «ul reflections. 

These are freaks of rugged nature $ 
§uch a dame, with such a feature. 
Ton are blest in not beholding : 
Comets daring. 
Wars declaring ; 
These are plagues of nature's mouldiD|^ 

But the little world around us ; 
Has its mischieis, to a<itound us ; 
Half your town is in a pother ; 

Churches burning. 

Females mourning 
Some a husband, some a brother* 

Some lanient a lo;^ estate, 
4loiTi< . the tollies o! the grfftt : 
•f these ills yoi are usiuiowiog : 
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jkll the clamor 

Sledge and hammer. 
Bells a^riDgin^, storms a-blowiBg, 
All the bustle you defy. 
All is darkne^ to your eye ! 

To your ear we caonot teU 
What is doing, ill or well. 
All, no doubt, is for the better--* 
Ton t>ehold no starving debtor* 
Orphan, widow, in distress : 
Tou regard no cryers bawling 
ISweeps, from tops of chimnies squallini. 

Ships unmooring, 

Cannon roaring. 

Husbands snoring— 
Ah ! tis best you hear it not. 

Troops parading. 

Lawyers pleading. 
These, and more, are aH forgot : 

Bear your losses. 

And your ci osse!^ 
Be resignM — it is your lot. 

Thus, depriTed of senses two. 
All the world will pity yon- 
All the world is in the wrong :— ' 
For the intellectual light. 
Shines, increasing through your n^hf,' 
All the nobler powers of mlod 
Urow ai^lic and refined* 



^ 
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And the bright celestial raj 

Turns jour darkness into daf. 

What reflections on tlie past ! 

Virtue brighteoiog to the last ! 

Not a iDurmnr, not a sigh ! 

Tonr heaFen begins before you die V 
Thus decree^ Olympian JoFe, 
C^ancelloi: of the cuoits abovcv 



eiS THE WARr 



PROJIGTBO Wnm THE RSPUBLIO OP 9RAVC 




The cause that rests on reason^s groand. 
Shall potePit through the world be found» 
Mankind ijiust >ield to that decree 
Which humbles pride and tyranny. 

0*er this wide globe what darkness. brood& 
What misery, murder, wars ann feuds !— ^ 
Does irian deserve the solar ligbt 
While lie perfonns-the deeds of night ? 
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When to the gates of modern Rome 
We Ree tbe gallic legions come, 
Their trinmphs should, in honor, be 
To make them men, and make them free. 

In these new wars new views we trace» 
Not tetters for the human nee, 
And, France, where'er you dart your ray» 
Old 8nperstition*g reign decays. 

But look again ! — what myriads Join 
The vast reform to undermine ! 
What labor, bribes, and deeplai«i schemes 
To quench the snn, and reason's beams ! 

Shall these succeed ? and will that sob 
Continue, still, his race to run 
O'rr scenes that he must blush to sec 
Disorder, chains, and tyranny ? 

Must systems, still, of monstrous birtli. 
Enslave mankind, deform this earth ? 
No !— to the question answers fate. 
These efforts come an age too late. 

In such a system to combine, 
* Columbia, can the wish be thine ! 
Could such a thought assail your heart. 
To take that base, ungrateful part. 

From Britain's yoke so lately freed 
Wanld she her hosts, her legious ItaH 

F 
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To crniih that poirer, which jointlf gua'i 
And oore her sinking cause custaio'd ? 

Prom all true hearti be buiiEh'd far 
Tbe thoui^t ofM probne > vrar— 
A curse would oii her armn attend 
And all her well~euii'd honors end. 

Fortnne no more yonr toib would crown, 
Yoar Sag would fall before her fnwn ; 
No gallant men the foe would dare. 
No Onenes no IFaikingloni appear; 

No chiefi, that check'd the pride of kEng* 
On Monmouth's plains — at Eulaw xpringi 
But bliindering hordes, not brave or wami 
With brohen heart, and nerveleis arm. 

Would tail, to attack four p.t]ic foe. 
Would strive in vain a cause t'o'erthrow 
Which. «iDk or not, will lire in f^kme. 
While Europe can one patriot clajm. 



( 63 ) 



THE MISTAKE ; 

A MODE BIT SHORT STORT. 

We tell a tale that means no harm, 
And hope it will not give alarm 
Or make our readers feel too w ann. 

It is a modem tale, we own. 
Which folks may read, or let alone, 
Just ds they leisure have-*or none. 

There wajt a man, of dismal face. 
Whom many thought a man of grace 
Who walked through life a sober pace« 

He wore a suit of homespun black, 
And, on occasion, had a clack 
That put our ears upon the rack. 

But, whether short or whether tall. 
Or whether Peter named, or Paul, 
We think it matters not at all. 

Full twenty years this maniu bUck 

(Perhaps a dozen tiines a weeV^ 

Mad pray*d the pope m\^U ^oto \«t^V 
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He pray*d, that tor his doings past 
Old aiiti-Ciirist might hdve a blast 
Aud to the ilogs ^e Ihrowivat last. 

This ivas the substance of his prayer^ 
(Aiiu moTi' we iDauy a time did hear, 
As dealt about troni year to year.) 

* That mau oi' sia ! chastise hio) weU, 
*■ Wiio (iocs agaiust the truth rebel, 

* Auu heaFeu itselt presumes to sell : 

'This monster of the triple crowii, 

* Ye crows, devour him very soon; 

' Good lord, we pray thee, diug him dooa !"' 

* That man of sio. who lives at Eooaer 

* Where good St. PetcT once did come, 
' Without a house, without a home ! 

* That uian of sin, who keeps a show 
' At Peter's church for high and low, 

* And makes the nations kiss his toe ; 

* Whose bell lor idol worship rings; 

^ Whose stirrup must be held by kings 

* While he upou his piancer springs : 



\ 



^ Good lord ! destroy him, we desire, 

* AiMi with him, too, the monk and friaj*^ 

* With their own laggot ami their fire' 

^ A Scottish expression, beat toxia ^^ra.. 
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the g6od inaD*s prayer, at length was beard ; 
Victorious France to Rome repaired 
And Bonaparte his standard rear*d. 

The pontiff satf, itith wild dismay^ 
The hero come, the artillery play, 
And armies marching iu array. 

Th6 romans made a feeble stand 
Dear liberty ! against your band ; 
The pope came snppliant, cap in hand« 

And said, ** I yield with all submission i 

Indeed Tm in a lost condition, 

And now would make my last petiiioo i 

f^ke all I have but let me go, 
If y keys I reader up to you, 
Which ar«, in fact, the deViPsdue.'' 

So off he went, to starve and see 
Old Rome by heretics made free 
]From h&\y fraud and villauy. 



Meantime the man that pray'd so long 
Against the pope, and all his throng. 
Saw things were rather going wrong. 

And to his passion gave a vent— 
—** Why — this is not the thing I me^t» 
i^li tins is not jvitk my consent. 

¥ 2 
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f did not wish the pope shoiikl f&ll 

By liind of unbelieviog piiil, 

Who hates us deacou^, pope, anil »U : 

I iTiEibM him vorcb'tl bj fires from higb. 
By Eiidilcn vcn^eanre from tile sky — 
So I expUia'd the propliccy. 

Now rrntn this day, I tell ye ptaiu, 
I'll pray and preaci) my might and iDAin 
The pojie may get bis place againi 



y^al internal ornTnerte truly, proTtmUs Ihu morals < 
eooatrj sUvatcJ like Jmtrica. an^i pt events its gro' 
nfbixviry, (oui its coiiseqaent victs. 



To evpiy clioM, thrnngh every sea' 

The biilcl advpQttiivr steers ; 

In bounding barqiie, through eacli degree 

His eoiintry's produce bran — 

fioM' fir mofi' bkst tiiKt&y at home 



COMMERCE. ar 

iriiere fervors melt, or frosts congeal— 
Ah ye ! with toils atid tiarJships worn, 
CondcnaD*d ta face the briny foam ; 
Ah ! from such fatal ])rojects turn 
Tlie wave>dividing keel. 

The product of the funow'd plain — 
TraiisferrM to foreign shores^ 
To pamper pride and please the vain 
The reign of kinss restores : 
Hence, every vice the sai4 imports. 
The glare of crowns, the pomp of courts. 
And WAR, m\l\ all his crimson train ! 
Thus man designed to till the ground, 
A stranger to himself is found-^ 
Is sent to toil on yonder wave. 
Is made the dreary ocean's sport, 
Since commerce firvt to avarice gav« 
To ssil the ocean round. 

How far more wise the grave Chinese, 
Whoirne'er remotely stray. 
But bid'the world surmount the seas 
And liard-earaM tribute pay. 
Hence, treasure to their country flows . 
Freed from the danger, and the w6es 
Of distant seas and dreary shores. 
There commerce breeds no foreign war ; 
At home they find their wants supplied. 
And ask, why nations come so far 
To seek superflaoos stores ? 
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Americans ! why half neglect 

The culture of your soil ? 

From distant traffic why expect 

The harvest of your toil ? 

At home a surer harvest springs 

From mutual interch.-^nge 31* things, 

Domestic duties to fulfil*— 

Vast lakes within your realm abound 

Where commerce now expands her sail. 

Where hostile navies are not feund 

To bend you to their will. 



■i' 



■I 




LINES 



written in a french novel, Adelaide and Diirv 



Charm'd with her loves, attend ye blooming 
While Adelaide her tender story telb ; 
She early bent to love's despotic sway, 
ConfessM her flame, and gave to nature, way 
She saw^she loved ; by custom nncontrord 
She to the swain her melting passion told : 
He awed by rules that love illegal made 
Fled from her fondness, and no love repaid. 
Where'er he fled, the amorous nymph pursue 
TeJaJls, t» duttgcons^ and te deserU rude -. 



WRITTEN IN A FRENCH NOVEL. 60 

JiTotawed by fame, nor heartless from despair, 
fihe bad her all, if she but met him there. 
Such is the strength of lcve*s almighty sway 
Tbai binds, controls, and-bids the world obey. 



.ait^ 



HUMAN FRAILTY. 

Disasters on disasters grow, 

And those which are not sent, we makfi ; 
The good, we rarely find below 

Or in the search, tbe road mistake.. 

The object of our fancied joys 
With eager eye we keep in view : 

Possession, when acquired, destroys 
The object, and the passion too. 

The hat that hid Belinda's hair 
Was once the darling of lier eye ; 

Tis now dismissed, she knows not where ; 
Is laid aside, she knows not why. 

Life is to most a nauseous pill, 
A treat for which they deaily pay :' 

Let's take the good, avoid the ill, 
Pisebar^e the debt, and.^^\k. «v*i«.^. 



THK HEROINE OF THE REVOLUTION.* 



n mponer. 



Tr Mmiresc men rih) men nf irrifi^t, 

Who fill the public (-hnirc. 

^nil many i favor hnv cnnrpiT'd 

On loine, unknown tn ."Hir-i •■ 

Aadje, who holil (he po<t »rr>nic, 

Th*- hp|ii)«mpn of narpv::t Allairt, 

Mttord a ratm. attpntirp rar 

To h'T who bandlf d bwotiI and Bpear, 

A brroine in a bold tare«r, 

Jimiit a waf-woni dame. 

With tfif> laiBP v^oroiK imiil innpired 

With ifal aeaintt t' p hriton Grad. 
Her spirit n arm anil bold 
She marchM to (aff brr country's foei 
Dis^uUrd JD male attire : 

• On Dermiher 28. 17W, Dphorah Oannrt pmirnt«l ■ peB- 

duHni; tbr vhnleDrthe American Rpviiluliomrr irar, in tK<> r,<nk 
of n i-fwrnioii tnWirr in the rrtrnlir armift of the United Slain. 
The ^Hoyp Uh« were written on thii ncniion, ot thr rrqH'it of 
Uii> h'rnin«. t1 i<npn)leqloiayi ibchMl ■ CDfBpctency bettov^ 
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Wberp'er tbc^ prowlM tbroii^ field or towa 
With steady step she foUoMr'd on ; 
Reijolved the conflict to sustahi, 
8be met them on the hill, the plalBr 
And hostile to the english reign, 
She hurrd the blasting; fire. • 

Noir for siich generous toils endored. 

Her day of warfare done. 

In lifieN decline at length reward 

This faithful amazon : 

Sh»^ asks no thousands at your hands. 

Tliough inark*d with many a scar ; 

She asks no share of Indian landis. 

Though lands you have to spare r 

But soraethiifg in the wane of days 
To make her snug, and keep her wann, 
A cottage, and the cheery blaze, 
To shield her from the storm ; 
And somntliing to the pocket toe, 
Your bounty might afford, 
Of her, who did our foes pursue 
With bayonet, gun, and sword. 

Reflect how many tender ties 

A female must forego 

Ere to the martial camp she flies 

To meet the inviiding foe : 

{low many bars has nature placed, 

And custom manjHMNre, 
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Lnt slighted wraun sboald b« gneej 

With troptilesgaia'd la war. 

All these (he Doblj o*ercaBMi 

And scoro'd a ceDmring age, 

Joia'd hi the njiks, ter road to GiDie, 

Dvplted the britoD'n rage ; 

And men, who, with contracted miodr 

All arrogant, coodema 

And make disgraet ia womau hiwl 

Vfh»i boDor is in them. 



ON HAPPINESS. 
» prouedoig from the fradice of virlwe. 



This truth, opon (be soal iiii[>ren'd. 
Has been b; ererf age cooress'd, 
Ttwtiii thecourseof humaD things 
Velicitj from Tirtue springs. 

Where vice prenils, or baseiieBS sways, 
RemorMi and pain the &ult repaf 9, 
The man of rice has no resource, 
Sut evcD in pleasure Sndt a nrse. 
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If happiness can be sincere 

A virtnous conduct makes it here. 

That moral track to roan assign'd 

A transcript from the all-perfect mind. 

Should virtue soEpetiraes fail of bliss, 
Plunged in misfortune's dark abyss, 
Still, in the eyent she would not fall. 
But rise, triumphant o'er it all. 

Should life's whole course replete with ill, 
To virtue prove a bitter pill ; 
Another life bus heaven deslgn'd 
Where she her due rewards will find* 

Nay, though through life perplex'd and pain'd 
And though no other life remain'd ; 
A life wen spent itself would prove 
A due toward from HIM above. 

And to be conscious we have done 
The worthy part, though frown'd upon, 
Can every seeming ill destroy 
And grief and sadness change to joy. 



Q 
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•N THE ABUSE OP HUMAN POWI 



ffs exereind over opinion^ 

What human poirer shall dare to bhi^ 
The mere opinions of the mindf 
Must man at thai tribunal boir 
Which will no range to thought allovTv 
But his best powers would sway or sink, 
And idly tells him what to THINK. 

Yes ! there are«iefa, and such are taught 
To fetter every gbwer of thought ; 
To chain the mind, or bend it down 
To some mean system of their own, 
And make religion's sacred cause 
Amenable to human laws. 

Haslhuman power the simplest clain 
Our hearts to sway, our thoughts to tame ; 
Shall she the rights of heaven assert. 
Can she to falsehood trnthjconvert. 
Or truth again to falsehoc ' turn. 
And at the test of reason «pum ? 

All human sense, all crafl foust fail 
jr , And all its stcengltk ifQi uw^\.%.T«iU 
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When it attempts with efforts blind 
To sway the independent mind. 
Its spring to break, its pride to awe^ 
Or give to private judgment, law. 

Oh ipopotent ! and vile as vain, 
They, who would native thought restrain ! 
As soon might they arrest the Rtorm 
Qr take from fire the power to warm^ 
As man compel, by dint of might* 
Old darkpess to prefer ^o iigh|. 

Ko ! leave the mind nnchain*d and ftree. 

And what they ought, mankind will b^^ 

Ko hypocrite, no lurking fiend, 

No artist to some evil end, 

But good an«l great, benign and just» 

At God and nature made them first. 



TO A NIGHT-FLY, 



APraoACHiNo A candlb; 
Ik. 

Attracted by the taper's rays, 
Ho^^ (Ntrelessiy you come to gace 
(hi whaf absorHxi yoa ia iU btoae \ 
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O Fly ! I bid jou have a care : 
You do not iM^ed the danger near ; 
This light, to you a blazing star. 

iilready you have scorchM your wings : 
What courage, or what (oily brings 
Yon, hoTerifiig near such blazing things ? 

Ah me ! you touch thi« little sun 

One circuit more and all is done ! — 
Now to the furnace you are gone ! — 

Thus folly with ambition join*d, 
Attracts the mseets of mankind. 
And sways the superficial mind : 

Thus, power has charms which all admire* 
But dangerous is that central fire— 
If you are wise iotime retire. 



ON THE DEPARTURE OF PETER POW 
PINE, FOR ENGLAND. 



A bird of night attends the sail 
That notv towards us turns her tail 
With Porcupine, cscaved from jail. 
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may the sharks enjoy their bait : 
He estme such mischiet'to create 
We wish him not a better fate. 

This hero of the pensionM pen 
Has left our shores, and left his den 
To write at home for english men. 

Five thousand dollars, we may guess, 
Ha?e made his pension something leg o i* 
So, Peter left us,— 'in distress. 

He writ, and writ, and writ so long* 
That sheriff came, mthwrit more strong. 
And he went otf; and all went wrong. 

May southern gales that vex the main. 
Or boreas, with his whistling train 
Make Peter howl and bowl again^ 

1 hear him screech, I hear him shout ! — 
The storm has put his Rush ligfUi out— 
I see bim famishM with sour crimt. 

*For sereral years he published newspapers, and other peni* 
•diCtl works in Philadelphia which had a vast circulation ; the 
whole scope apd tendency of which was, as is well remembered. 
Id render the republican institutions of this country contemptible, 
V well as odious to the people ; and by discontenting them witb 
thur government, to open the way for the introduction of a mo* 
iMthical system. He was thought to be a pensioner of the e»- 
1^ government ; but whether such or not, is aiK«rtBa\i. 

M wgeiJ^ pamphlet jxibJication^ln which t\ie ^\v>ai6«\^& 

G2 
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Xaf oa tlie groaninE; resEcl's side 
All Nnptiinc's ruffiui Ktren^ belrj't] 
Till every seam is gapiiig wlile. 

And while tlie iTavpsalioiit liim sircli 
Ma; not one Iriton Moiv the »hell 
[A siga at seaofdning irelt) : 

Bnt should he reacli the hrilieh xliore, 
[The laiid tliat en<;lishiiie[) adore) 
One Iraublc will he find and marc : 

His prn ivill run at Eudi a rate. 
His malice tto provoiie the great, 
Tbey soon vrill drire him out of date. 

With broken licart and binnted pen 
He'll i^iDk among the little men, 
OrHribble in someNetrgate dca. 

Alack, alack ! he might hare stay'd 
And followed Acre the srribbling trsde, 
And IJTcd ivithout the royal aid. 

But democratic laws he hated, 
Onr govcmmcut he so bc-rated 
That liis own piojectahe defeated. 



njrate c}umtter Dfllr. Riiih. inil m'hpr rwnoni nT rvUlnt. 
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He took hifi leave from Sandy-Hook, 
And (laited wiUi a surly look, 
'fhat all obsenred aod few mistook. 



ODE TO GOOD FOBTUN*:. 



— — ut tu Fortunam 
Sic DOS te, Celse feremus- 



Object of all, in eyeiyage 

By prudent men adored. 
By fiirmer, lawyer, sailor, sage, 

Mecbanic, beggar, lord : 

Thou great first wish ! well understood. 

But not for all design'd ; 
BestowM alike on bad and jgood. 

Since, fortune you are blind ; 

Who hold us in a doubtful state 

To bear the human lot 
And lading hook within the bait, 

Left Gree to bite or not. 
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What wise man tell us should be done 
We scarce know how to do ; 

One tells me, uot the world to shun. 
One tells loe, not pursue. 

What money you, dear fortune, gi?e 
, Liet knaves not steal away, 
For we, as well as they, must li?e. 
And debts as surely pay. 

Let not to one Toracious maw 
Thy dainty things be fed ; 

And we, while others beet^eaks gnaw. 
Go supperless to bed. 

Let not a proud, insulting band. 

With gormandizing grin 
Dispen^ starvation through the land. 

And make us steal and sin, 

Since we mUst eat, the means bestoir 
The boardingihouse to pay ; 

If we niust starve, then may we go 
Where work finds better pay. 

€lave us alike from pigeon-pye. 
Or stomach empty quite ; 

Our cook will thatj no doubt, deny» 
This would destroy outright. 

ffelp us for hungry folk to feel 
ffiiefi huiigry folk we 80^ ;; 
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Maj I 'If ith sharpers learn to deal 
As sharpers deal Vith me. 

Lofto though I am, yet firm aiid sound, 

(Since b^nes have been my fare) 
Dh^ct me where fat pork is seen 

And apple-dumplings rare. 

This day be bread and cheese my lot, 

With glass of apple nine ; 
To morrow, if roast pigs, or not« 

Is no concern of mine. 

O thoQ, whose frowns are no disgrace, 

But yet whose smiles I prize, 
Do, let me have some humble place^ 

But not to grandeur 



:URAT£D PERFORMER ON THE VIOLIN, 

II U rvas saidy went otif, in the year 1797, to excite 
ontentt and insurrections in the western country^ 
tkvlarlyt in Ohio, Kentucky, and Tennessee. 

f usician of the west ! whose vast design 

kbemes our new states with England lo cqhhX^vei^ \ 
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How vain the hope, with violin and bon , 

Such feeble arms, to work internal wo ! 

How weak the att( mpt our union to divide 

With not a sword or pistol at yoar side ! 

Not * ven a drnni your engineer employs :— 

He*s right — a drum would blast the plot, by noiie: 

All mast be done in midnight silence, all 

Tour plans must ripen or your projects fall. 

Unknown, imseeu, till in the destined hour 

Descends the stroke of trans*atlantic power ! 

By music's note to sway the western wild 

Indeed is new ; — we heard it and we snnled. 

In cold December's iron-hearted reign 

WoukI you with blushing blossoms di-ck the plaitt ; 

Would you with tmnw immure the thirtbicn stari^ 

Or plant a garland on the front ot Mars ? 

To i^ouud,* not sense, once brutes, they say, advaocedt 

Whi-n Orpheus whi<<tled, fauns ami satyrs danced— r 

IT 01 1 are no Orpheus— and it may be true 

He play*d some tunes that are uuknown to yon. 

« 

Hopes, such as yours, on cat-gut who would plaiM 4 

On tenor, treble, counter, or the bass : 

Who arm'd with horse-hair, hopes a world to wim 

Who gains dominion from a violin ? 

Such if there was, in times, the lord knows wheDa 

He must have been at least the iirst of men — f 

But QQYf'^the world would have not much to pdr 

In such a wartare where no soldier dies : 

Thus would it say — by sad experience taught, 

*0b ! auLj we never ti(hl u these have im^ 
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* These to the cliai^ with Thespian arms adyaiiredy 

* And irhea thej should have fought, the soldiett 

■ danced ; 

* They had no drams, they felt no martial flame, 

* But, cold as Christmas, to the conflict came !* 

Mj dreams present you thrumming on your string 
Playing a< proper stands, God save the king ! 
I see you march, a pedlar with his pack. 
And that poor fiddle swung athwart your back, 
(Like Reynard from some hen-roost hunring home 
With plundered poultry tor tlie feast to come) 
Trudging the wilds, on bold adventures bent. 
The woods at once your coverlet and tent. 
To fierce rebellions our back- woods to call — 
The attempt how mighty ! and tlie means how small*. 

Ampbion once, the classic stories say. 

When on his organ he began to play. 

So soft, so sweet, so melting where his tunes 

ThaA even the savage rocks danced rigadoons. 

The trees, themselves, with frantic passions fired 

Leap'd from their roots and every note admired : 

lluitting the spot, where many a year they grew 

Qnick to the music sprung the enchauted crew, 

Form*d o'er his head a sun-rppelluig power 

And bow'd their shadowy heads to music's povrer. 

If what, this moment, some relate be true 
Still greater wonders are reserved for you. 
Your music, far, all Ampiiion'sart exceeds^ 
NHtrefli aad rttoks, bat prttTow^ ii 1«mIr; \ 
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All Alitghany ctpen to the sound. 
And touthward idotf« to meet the t6eri<Ht bouft 
Eentuckf licam the .son I -en livening notes 
Aod ou tbe artist and bin miinic iloats ; 
{temotc Satidvtkit spreads ber euger niogs 
And nild Miami witb the conrtrt rings ; 
Tiptoe, for flight, Etaiids every hill and tre« 
From '/fwron'isborrs to savage Ttnntscte ; 
Arthur St. Clair might soon its influence feel ; 
But Arthur knows no music — but of tUU : 
Arthur St. Clair attends, trilh listening can. 
And wbenthe purpose of joiirmoreJk appears, 
Such Diuiic only nil I excite his rage. 
He'll come, and drive you from yonr dancing sb 
Cut every sli'ing, the bridge, and sound-board m 
By your oku cat-gnt hung you to the trees. 
And bid you know, tookte. Ilia no jest 
Ta plat/ rebellion's muiic la Ihe nest. 



REFLECTIONS 
n doctor Purkitu' metiUlic points, or Irtttlort.* 



Some think our planet liastens to decay. 
And dmd to see it, nith a head ol'gtey. 



PERKINS' METALLIC POINTS. ?d 

(If head it has, as FatMius tryMto proTe 
With power to think, and in its orbit move : 
And Rome assert, we think, with too much heat^ 
It Is a niigbty animal, complete) 
If old or young, then here one comfort lies* 
The older it becomes, it grows more wise : 
To this i\\\\\ clod of earth no more confined. 
Fearless we mount, and sail upon the wind ; 
£ren females, now, to gay balloons suspended 
Soar to the skies, and think their follies ended : 
Tour Blaneharffs to superior regions move, 
And grow familiar with affairs above ; 
0*er seas and mountains strer the f'thereal course* 
Heedless of sky-men, storms, or empli/ purse. 

Magicians, chymists, all that night-cap irzia 
Whose moon, too long, has sickenM in her wane : 
The age is come that gives them bacV to day. 
And sufferings past shall past neglect ref»ay. 
On science bent, a modem, scheming mce 
All nature's movements to their centre trace; 
In all her sports they see some wise design. 
Her meanest ore they soften and refine, 
By instant aid all human ills they cure. 
Old age protract, or endless life secure ; 
All pains, all plagues, are by a touch relieved, 
Heath changed to life, and even the devil deceived. 

Perkins ! what verse is equal to your praise 
Whose hocus-pocus from the dead can raise ; 
Pains in the head, or ricketts in t!ie joints 
McBcef<»rth shalJ yield to your mi^taWVc ^\%\&i 
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Palsies and gouts shall at jour mandate fljr 
As Satan docs when holy water's nigh : 
All colics astlimas, all the dismal train 
That Milton saw a lazar-hoii.<«e contain,* 
All shall be heaPd when you, with tractors k( 
Scratcli, for the cure of ailments through the 
Tiiou Escniapius or a< wondering age, 
Macliaon, Galen, Hippocratian sage. 
Can we too much extol that daring art 
That bills the doctor, with his drugs, depart : 
No more with pills our stomachs shall be load 
Doctors, behold your practice quite exploded 
By one keen point of steel, and one of brass, 
BuiThaave himself is proved t' have been an a 

Fall sick who may, all potion, drug, or pill, 
Shall yield to Perkins ^-ith superior skill ; 
Not one, of all the escnlapian race. 
Not one shall near us come, or take your plac 
By magic tractor, and its powerful aid 
We rise superior to tlie havoc made : 
Though fevers rage, if Perkins once yon nami 
Hc*ll curb their fury and allay their flame. 

Even mental ills shall cease at yoor approac 
Pride, vanity, and longings for a coach : 
If rightly stroked, some nymphs that we might r 
Who, shopping, pilfer without fear or shame. 
Shall, whe.n your influence they arc made to U 
Forget the sad propc^nsity, to steal : 

* £lcc Paradise Lo^t 
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PoDchM by these magnets, dead men will revive, 
>ld bachelors for trisky wiiiows strive ; 
j^laidens, averse to men, be taught to love. 
And wives, coudemu'd as barren, fertile prove. 
Dulnoi itself shall quit the human [)ruin 
And deafening scolds from Billingsgate abstain ; 
And Shakspeare*s play tho' planned to nature true, 
lias BO such cure for Taming qf th% cihrejo. 



PUBLIUS TO POLLIA. 



SvppoKd to have be^n nritten during a cruising 

expedition,* 



If I escape the dangers of the main 

And heaven restores mc to your arms again, 



* This little poem ig founded on, and the idea taken from a 
)lleetion of genuine letters that appealed several j'ears ago, in- 
Nne of the London Magazines, and that passed between the two 
karacters, PubUas and Pollia.— Poblius was, at the time, a first 
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No thought, ambitious, to increase my store 
Shall tempt me to the seas again for more. 

But peaceful, happy in some rural shade 
No storms to vex me, and no foes to dread. 
To whispering zephyrs I would care resign 
And feel thrice happy, in a love like thine r 
A decent house, on rustic model planu'd. 
Id order kept by Margarita's hand ; 
A thi ifty garden, next, should be my care, 
A barn well garnish'd, and an orchard fair; 
Books for instruction, or delight, desigo'd, 
(Books may be call'd provision for the mind) 
My private room should usefully adorn. 
And stndy be the employment of the morn ; 
Justly, indeed, may they be counted sfige. 
Who by the dead inform'd, digest their page. , 

A stock of nine, the heart of man to cheer. 
Should grace my vaults — with cyder spund aodclea 
Jamaica's best, and home-brew'd bottled beer : 
Nor should these blessings indiscreetly flow. 
Which meanly used, become a dangerous foe ; 
But wiien the neighboriog parson, or the squire 
On visits c»me, to smoke beside my fire, ^ 

Or, when the sim's more cheering rays delight ; 
And western winds and shady trees invite, 

lieutenant of a british ship of war, and afterwards well known 
be the celebrated cnpt. Edward Thomson. The nymph ha4 li 
rie$ndeace at, or near Portsmouth, in England. 
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In sweet retreat and social converse warm« 
An eitra bottle could not do us harm ; 
And, such are the resistless charms of wit. 
Where reason guides and friendly tempers hitf 
Hi not mere Bacchus tempts to a delay, 
But irit, enchanting mi, prolongs our stay. 

When from the unsocial .<;ea retum'd once more, 
I meet the pilot near the long-lost shore 
Soon shall your swain to woodland haunts retire 
And the wild music of the groves admire, 
Early, in summer, tread the morning dew. 
And be supremely blest, if blest with you. 

Why did I leave your fond, your kind embrace 
To wander with tliis absent thoughtless race. 
This nautic tribe, who far from country roam. 
And scarce a day enjoy the charms of home ! 
IVo cares had I, but you those cares repaid, 
Cafan was my sleep, and quiet every shade : 
To all my griefs my Pollia lent a sigh. 
To all I said I met a kind reply ; 
Heaven smiled benignant, nature breathed her 

sweets, 
Nor war, nor tumult knew these blest retreats! 

To rural haunts retum'd, ah ! how could I 
The unwonted labors of a rustic try ? — 
3ome acts, even there, stern reason deems zsxdssg 
That cloud the picture of romantic bliss : 
IIow could r, tender to tlie fleecy kind 
In their last gasp a selfish iatere&l ^n^^ 

U2 
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The Statelj ok, iatPnded Tor tbe plough. 

Shall hu hokl fraat to me, bU murderer bow ^— 

liiUiKthe base reward lor all Aif pain 

Wbo turn'd Ihe fl^he and multiplied the |nia. 

Oh man ungratefnl, who the weapoo ream — 

Confew thy sbiiniei anit give a rent to tean ! 

O man tiitjciittioiiB '. irlicre's thj reason Hed, 

Is pity Tani«h'd or compas^i'iii dead ! 

Far bo Icnm nie, aud miii«, these scnnes ol' blood, 

To teliG from nature nach ualiceused food- 

Tiit> lleecy khid, trhove grateful vestmentK wann, 

All innocent, who nipan or knon no hann ; 

The Hakefiil biH, that bails the approaoli of diy, 

All, all to iosttiale pa.uioii fall a prey, 

That rural lifp, nhich I jct distant vieiv. 
With how much ardor ijoes my soid puisne 1 
Lnreil by tltii plmsiiros I amy hope to God, 
What wild itieas rush upon oiy mind ! 
Fiir Irotn the anns of all that's dear and fur. 
On barren xeai) I sail, a slave to cai'C ; 
N'ibloHioniii here their gmti'fi;! odor; shed. 
Hero trceK aie inanlK, and Gailn fur leaves are sprea4l 
No nhrnbi, no ttciwers in blushing blnom dispenae 
Tlieir cbnrming Iragrancc on my itivtiih'd sense. 
Katnre, indeed, is grand and awfal bere, 
^qt (latiifc still— and Still ebe prompts my fear. 

O, Pollia, write me — watch the parting sail 
And trnst my he»ven, your lettns — to the gale : 
To n.itiire trust — her bretm: will waft it sore, 
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f¥itb artful hand her painted scenes she drew, 
Qot with most art when she created you : 
Wise are ber works, and prudent every plan ; 
Biit« sure, she meant not these abodes for man, 
Who, courting danger, bom to be noblest, 
Difldains the cottage, and sweet haunts of rest. 
Tempts polar seas, and dares the Icehind gale, 
Prepared to strike the hyperborean whale. 
Or, sJave to monarchs, quits th* attractive land 
For the sad honors of a sea command. 



THE 



SERIOUS MENACE 5 

OR 

POTANY BAY AND NOOTKA SOUND: 

V ANSWER TO TliE COMUlNATIOIfS OF A PERSEGUTINQ 

ROYALIST. 

Last week we heard a klng*s man say. 
Do teU me where it Botany Bay ? 
There are, quoth he, a meddling few^ 
That shall go there^^^tnd nt fcnoiu iqKo . 



i 
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ThlB Botanf Ba^ is Id an ide 
Rrmoved from us twelve tbauund mile, 
TA«n rogues are baoiiib'd, to atone 
For roguish thmgs ia England done. 

Te vultures, here on suBeraoce fed. 
Who curse tbe hwid Uiat iiivca you bread, 
Reeall your tbreats, or, b; Ihe iray. 
You'll find us act a serious pUj. 

Tbe liauglity prince that Eagland ofFOB, 
To make more room for rojat sous. 
Has giveo the Kint, I would suspect — 
Aad are you one of his clect ? 

Ye busy tribe, of harpy face. 
In search of power, id search of place, 
Te rancorous hearts, who build yoiir all 
Oo royal rrrongs and freedom's tail, 

This have we seen, and well we know, 
Each son of freedom is jour foe. 
And these you would, uiilieard, caavvy 
To places worse than Botany Bay. 

Be cautious how you talk so loud — 
Above your beads there hangs a cloud. 
That, bursting wilii explosion vast. 
May scatter Tcngeance in its bjast ; 
And send you aill, on Ih* devil's draj, 
A loagjur road than— Botany Bay. 
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ADother threat alarm'd us much-— 

(Indeed, we hourly meet with such)— • 

A cockneif said, but spoke it low, 

For fear the street his mind should know : 

*t Apd is there no sedition ^ct ? 

(" Tis almost time to doubt the fact,) 

^* By which this gabbling crew are bound 

*• The nearest way to Nootka Sound ?** 

Can you but smile ! — who would have thought 

That they who writ, who march'd, who fought 

For many a year, and little got 

But liberty, and dearly bought 

Must now away 

With half theu* pay. 
And seek on ocean's utmost bound 
Their chance to starve at Nootka Sound I 

This Nootka Sound, so far remote, 
Would make us sing a serious note. 
If it be true what travellers tell 
That there a race of natives dwell 
Who, when they would their brethren treai 
And give them a regale of meat 
Uochain their prisoners from the den, 
And scrape the bones of t)earded men. 

God save us from so hard a fate ! 

As to be spitted, soon or late ; 

It is a lot that few admire— 

^o let us for a while retire ; 

And live to see some traitors drown*d 

\t (bp deepest swash of Nootka Sound, 




FRfiNEACS POEMS. 



UNIFORMITY AND PERFBCTlOJf 



On one fli'd point »11 n»tiirR mor«i, 
Knr d>'Tiat<'s I'rom the track she loves ; 
H'T ETDtetn, di-awn I'rom reason's source. 
She scorns to change her wonted coiim. 

Coiitd she descnd I'rom tlial f;rpat phn 
To work unasual tiling for man. 
To suit thr inst^t ol an hour — 
I'his would betraj a vrant of paver, 

Uosettled in its first dt^igii 
And errins, wbi-n it did combine 
The parts that torm the vast machine. 
The figures sketchM on nature's %ene. 

Perrprtioas of the great first cause 
Submit to no contrat^ed laws, 
Bnt ij!)-snlfirii-nt. atl-=njir<-me. 
Include no trivial vieira in tbem. 



PERFECTION OF NATCTRE- 95 

Who looks through nature with an eye 
That wouki the scheme of heaven descrj, 
Obeerres her constmt, still the same. 
In ail her laws, through all her frame. 

No imperfection can be found 
In all that is, above, around,-— 
^11, nature made, in reason's sight 
Is order all, and all is H^M. 



TRANSLATION OF GRAY'S ODE, 



WriUen at the grand Chartreuse,* 



O tu levari Relligio loci ! — Sfc. 

Thou genius of this sacred place 
Who*er thou art, a hand 1 trace 
In all around, a power supreme 
That rears the woods, propels the stream : 

A god is seen where'er I rove 

Among the rocks, as through the grove : 



rhe residence of a religious society of monkt on tb« summit 
e of the Alpine mountains, in Savoy. 
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Hie mouDtaiii cli£ declare him nigb. 
The torreob tumblii^ rrom tbe skj ; 

All Ukk prorlaiiD aJmlgbty power ; 
These pointed rocks, thato'er me toirer; 
More ol' a dritj impart 
Than all the sculptured temple's art. 

O come ! add let my iveatied mind. 
AI7 toilsome steps that Eolace find 
Retirement gives : in life's decaj 
Let sceoes, like these, mj toils repaf . 

^ould fortune still in; nish deny, 
If doMo'd once more the world to tr^. 
At least, attend my bumble pnjrer 
And let me thii retiremeDt sbare, 

Where noisy cron-ds, or party rage 
CaD with my peace no waifure wags^ 
But Irave me safe, aiid leave me I'ree 
From courts, and life's aoziety.—— 
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OCTOBER'S ADDRESS. 



J 



October came the thirtieth day : 
And thus I heard October say ; 

^* Th€ lengthening nights and fthdrtening days 

Have brought the y«ar towards a close. 
The oak a leafless bough displays 
And all is hastening to^epose ; 
To make the most of what remains 
Is now to take the greater pains. 

*? An orange hue the grove assumes. 
The indian-summcr-days appear ; 
When that deceitful summer comes 
Be sure to hail the winter near : 
If autumn wears a mourning coat 
Be sure, to keep the mind afloat. 



** The flowers have dropt, tlieir blooms arc gone. 

The herbage is no longer green ; 
The birds are to their haunts withdrawn, 
Tlie leaves are scatter'd through the plain ; 
The sun approaches Capricorn. 
And man and creature looks forlorn. 

** Amidst a scene of such a cast, 
Tlie driving sleei, or falling SQO\c , i 

I . 1 
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Tbe Riillen clood, tbe lurtheni blast, 
Wbat bare you left for comfort notr. 
When all is dead, or seems to die 
That cbeer'd tbe beart or cbann'd tbe ejB 

** To meet the scene, and it arriveai 

(A scene that nillin tiraeretice) - 

E1U07 the pine — while that remaiiui 

You need not wast the vinter lire. 

It rose unasfc'd fur, froni tbe pbiii, 

And irben consuined, will rise a^iOi 

*' Enjoj the glass, enjor tbe board. 
Nor disL-ontent with fate betraj, 
Snjo; nbat reason will aflbrd. 
Nor dun^rd wtiat females say ; 
llieu' chat will pass away the time, 
Wbeo out ofcasb oroutof rbj'me. 

" Tbe cotbge wann and cheerful heart - 

Will ebeet the stormy winter iiigbt. 
Will bid the glooms of care depart 

Attd to December give delight." '— 

Tbns spoke October — rather gay, 
Tbem telied bis staff, and walk'd *WKy- 
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YSESALITT AND OTHER ATTRIBUTE 



or THB 



«0D OF NATURE. 



ATI that we see, about, abroad, 
Wtiat is it all, but nature's God ? 
In meaner vrorks discover'd here 
No less than in the starry sphere. 

In seas, on earth, this God is seen ; 
All that exist, upon him lean ; 
He lives in all, and never straj'd 
A moment from the works he made ; 

His sjstem fix'd on general laws 
Bespeaks a wise creating cause ; 
Impartially he niles mankind, 
And all tliat on this globe we find. 

Unclftaged in all that seems to change* 
Unbounded space is his great range ; 
To one vast purpose always true, 
ISo time, with him» is old or aew. 
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Id all the attribntes divine 
Unlimited perfectious shine ; 
In these enwrapt, in these complete. 
All virtues in that centre meet. 

This power who doth all powers traescend. 
To alt iiileltigence a triend, 
Exi^, tlte greatest andthcbett* 
Throughout all worlds, to maiie them blest. 

AH that he did he first approved 
He all things into being loved ; 
O'er all he madblw still presides. 
Fur them in life, or death provides. 



Ifi AN ALIEtr, WHO APTER A SI 
KUIORATICD TO THE SOUTH 

— 1799— 



Remote, bpneath asuHrystar ^ 

Where Mississippi flons alar ^ 

1 see joii rambling, God kuoivs where. 



AN ALlKN. ' lOX 

Sometimes, beneath a cypress bmigli 
When met in dreams, with spirits low, 
I long to teil you what 1 know. 

How matters go, in this our day. 
When monarchy renews her swa^t 
And royalty begins her play. 

I thought you wrong to come so far 
Till you had seen our western star 
Abore the mists ascended clear. 

I thought you right, to speed your saifs* 
Ifyoii were i'oud of loathsome jails^ 
And justice with uneven scales. 

And so you came and spoke too free 
And soon they made you bend the knee^ 
And lodged you under lock and key. 

Discharged at last, you made your peace 
With all you had, and left the place 
W^ith empty purse and meagre face.^- 

You i(ped your way to other climes 
And lelt me here to teaze with rhymes 
The worst of men in worst of times. 

Where you are gone the soil is free 
And freedom sings from every tree, 
"- Cpme quit the crowd and live with xd9 V' 
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Wherelmuitstaf, DO jDysarefoilDd; ' 
EiriiiciDen haunt the baleful ground, 
AihI chaius are Ibrged tor all around. 

Ttie scheming men, ivith brazen tbros^ 
Woiiki set X iDurderiag tribe afloat 
T^> (Liug f ou tor the iiues f ou wrote, 

ir^ou are lafe be;oiid tfaeir rag« 
Tbaok heaTen, and not our nUiMg tage^ 
Who shops us up ia Jail and cage. 

Perdltkin seize that odious race 
Who, aiming at distinguiith'd ptaw. 
Would life and liberiy cOace ; 

With iron rod would rule the ball 
And, at their shrine, debase us all, 
Bid devils rise and angels Ikll. 

Oh nigh tbem ill. and wish them long 

To be aK usual in the wrong 

In scheming lor a cliaiD too strong. 

So will tlie happjr time arrive 
Wlicn coming home, if then alive, 
You'll see (bem lo the devil drive. 
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ON 



A PROPOSED NEGOTIATION 

B THE FRENCH REPUBLIC, AKD POLITICAL EK- 
FORMATION— 1799. 

Thus to .the vci-ge of battle brougbt'* 
Reflrction triads a liappy thought. 
Agrees, bait' way, the gaul to meet, 
Prepared to fight hhn or to treat. 

Fatigued with fong^ oppre5»ion's rcigiTr 
Tis time to break oppression's chain ; 
One gem we ravl^AM from one crest 
And time, perliaps, wilt take the re$t. 

The revolutions of this age 
(To swell the late historian's page) 
Are but old prospects drawing near. 
The out-set of a new career. 

Wfiat Plato saw, in ages fled, 
What Solon to the athenians said. 
What fircnl the british Sidney's pas^e^ 
7^e Soloa oi'a modem a^e. 



Vet n^ver ^^'«"»^*: L.ons prone. 
Made 00^^"^ 
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RELIGION OF NATURE. 



Tbe power, that gives with liberal baud 
The blessings man enjoys, while here. 
And scatters through a smiling land 
The abundant products of the year ; 
That power of nature, ever blessM* 
Bestow'd religion with the rest. 

Bom with ourselves, her early sway 
Inclines the tender mind to take 
The path of right, fair virtue's way 
Its own felicity to make. 
This universally extends 
And leads to no mysterious ends. 

Religion, such as nature taught. 

With $ill divine perfection suits ; 
Had all mankind this system sought 
ISophists would cease their vain disputes^ 
And from this source would nations know* 
All that can make their heaven below. 

This deals not curses to>roankind. 
Or dooms them to perpetual g^icf, 



FRBIVEAU'S POEME. 

Iffhtmits aid do jojk thej Rnd, 
It damns them not for uubelief j 
Uponn more esalted plait 
Creatress nature dealt with mao— 

Joj to the da?, ivhen all agree 

Oo such grand systems to proreed. 
From rmiid, desigu, and error free, 

An<l nhich to truth and gaudness lead : 
Tbi;n penecutiou will retreat 
Aad man') religion be complete. 



INVASION OF ROME, 
IN 1796. 



Lo Mo the gates of long forgottea Rome 
Artive as Same, tbe gallic legions come, 
Wiiilc pale iritli fear to their despotic waatcc 
Od sborlen'd iving the ausitciaD army bastes. 

Where, coDsecratrd to the pagan god 
Jhe fileat restaJ eo'aced b'a dark abode. 
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Where Caesars, once, in awful grandeur reigfi'd. 
Or, Vandals ruin*d what of Rome remaia'd, 
Or where, excrescnce of a later age, 
The mitred pontiff trod religion's stage. 
There march the heroic bands that bring defeat^ 
Or bring reform on superstition's seat. 

And may their miifch to honoris purpose tend 
May each newconqut^st ail the past transcend. 
Still may those hosts their first great plan pursue^ 
And honor, freedom, virtue keep in view. 
Thns taught ; and still propitious beaTen their tniflti 
All past mis-rule shall crumble to the dust. 
Nor will saint Peter, more, their cause regard^ 
Lost are his keys and every gate unbarr'd. 
No sacred reliques from some saintly grave, 
No saint Sebastian shall from ruin save : 
All, all must yield ; submissive to the dart 
Of Gaul's firm legions led by Bonaparte, 
Who, sent by heaven, to Rome's disastrous walto 
liohd and more loud for his last victim calls ; 
While superstition's dark inveterate train 
Turns pale, and sickens at their blasted reign. 
And host< reviving, round the standard throng, 
BkuU, and wonder how they slept so long* 



ROYAL COALITION AGAINST REPU» 
Lie AN LIBERT r. 



Emperors and kings ! io rain yoii strin 
To teep tlie royal scbeme alive ; 
The age » come that i^hakes your ttironei 
And packs you up anong dry boim. 

The power that bids the sceptre Tall, 
In 'lowing bowls this day we hail : 
We. SAW a band of kings unite. 
We saw, and guess'd that all was rigbt ; . 

That native strength and native fire 
Would bi<l the butclicring tribe retire, 
Would hurt Uiera bock among tbcirslavci 
To bide in pits or skulk in graTes. — 

III these new ?!t*tes the flame began. 
From thence to France it kindling ran. 
And freedom's fires now find their nay 
Through Europe, like the sobr ray. 



THE COALITION AGAINST FHANCE. 1(9 

When thoughtless man at -ast has fonnd 
Wliat laws have crushed him to the ground. 

Thon gallic g;eDius ! urge the chase 

TOl what is callM the ruling race 

Have changed their note, or leam*d to reinn— ' 

By laws that reason may explain. 

We can no royal homage pay. 
Nor own hereditary snay : 
When birtli-right sole donoinion gavc^ 
Tkere^ man was bom to be a sla?e. 

Bo, 1e^ these 'yrani*- coalesce 
UlI reason*8 rules all wrongs redres5. 
And nature's laws to man unfold 
The station he was bom to hold. 

We grieve to see them thus debased, 
8iich burthrns on their shoulders placed, 
Such demons busy on the scene 
To keep thrm down and make them mean. 

How could they rise, when lords and kings 
At once conspired to clip their wings, 
When every art, that vice can find 

Is practised, to pervert the mind. 

■ 

O creatures of untoward fate, . 
O kings, who must reform, though late. 
iiay ware, and wrath and strife aside, . 
Let reason be your'ontj guide. 

K 
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Look at the xtmcture of the bnia, 
Tbat sometbing which coraroaiKls wiUiti 
And be convinceit Uiat so much art 
Was meant to guide and nrs; tbe heait. 

Alas ! tha ! wbat broken btmes. 
What Ikllti^ crowns, dpmolUh'd throae! 
O'ei the KGorcb'd plain the cannoo playt 
And tbousaitds peilsb in the Mace. 

Bere [will somtipensifetrarellemf) 
Hire rei|;u'd tbadeppot oFa day ; 
Here slavts stood croucbfag, to adore, 
Uut weal the n>]ral-badge no more ! 



f THB ronaTH— ITM* 



Once more, oar annual debt to pKf 
We meet oo thu auspicinus daf 
That will, tbrd^jb ererj comiig af^ 
ColamMt's patriot mds w^^. 



lOURTH OF JULY, llj 

Vnax this litir day we date the birtb* 
Oi freedom's reign, restored to earth, 
And iDilUons learn, too long deprared, 
How to be governed, not enslaved. 

Thou source of erery true delight 

Fair peace, extend thy sway, 
labile to thy temple we invite 

All nations on this day. 

O dire effects of tyrant power ! 
Bow have ye darkeu*d every hour. 
And made those hours embittered floir 
That nature meant for joys below. 

With sceptred pride, and l>row of awe 
pppression gave the world her law, 
And man, who should such law disdaiii| 
Resigil'd to her maliguant reign. 

Here on our quiet native coast 
No more we dread the warring hosjt 
That once alarm'd, when Britain rose, 
And made Columbia's sons her foes. 

Parent of every cruel art 
That stains the soul, that steeig the heart, 
Fierce war, with all thy bleeding band, 
Molest no more this rising land. 

J^ay thy loud din be changed for peace. 

All humaa wo and warfare cease, ^ 
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^' ; And nations sheath the sword again 

^J r To find a long, pacific reign. 



II. 
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Soon may all tyrants disappear 
And man to man be less severe ; 
The ties of lore more firmly bind, 
Not fetters, that enchain mankind. 

But virtae must her strength maSntafD, 
Or short, too short, is freedom*s reign, 
And, if her precepts we despise. 
Tyrants and kings again will rise. 

No more an angry, plundering race. 
May man in every clime embrace, 
Aiid we on this remoter shore, 
Exult in bloody wars no more. 



';ii On this returning annual day 

1^' May we to heaven our homage pay, 

; .]*.■ H ippy, that here the time's be^n 

y That made mankind the friend of man 
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THE REWARD OF INNOCENCE. 



Could beaaty, rirtac, innocence, and love 
Some spirits sot%en, or some bof^oms move. 
UatXlve worth, witli every charm combined, 
Had povrer to melt ttie savage in the mind, 
Thou, Injured cLxMa, had not fallen a prey 
To fierce revenge, that seized thy lite away ; 
Nor through the glooms orconscions night been led 
To find a funeral for a nuptial bed, 
Whoi by the power of midnight fiends you fell, 
PiuDgcd in the abyss of Manhattan-well. ^ 

Detested pit, may other times agree 
With swelling mounds of earth to cover thee, 
And hide tii^ place, in whose obscure retreat 
Some miscreant made his base design complete. 

* Gulielma Sands ^tlie unfortunate event alluded to in these 
DCS took place within a mile of the suburbs of New- York in 
)02. She was an amiable young woman of the qu:ikcr, or 
-lends society, and fell a victim, it was supposed, to tii(i jealousy 
^ two lovers ; having been carried from her liome in a winter^s 
^ ning in a sleigh, under some pretence, or persuasion, and thrown 
•mj a well of water, where she was soon afterwards foun<! dead, 
^ mangled condition, and appeared to have been beaten and 
s^sed in an inhuman manner, previously to her de;ith. A se- 
>» J^gal investigation took place, but no discovery, as to the 
i/iiothor of the murder could be made, nor has the perpetrator 
' ^"Xithcrjo disrovrrod, 
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Thus, with obliviou's wings to cover o'er 

TJie spot which memory should preserre no moi 

Murderer, though safe from legal vengean 
placed 
There is a power that has thy footsteps traced. 
There is a power the vestige to pursue, 
Detect your crime, and the dark deed review. 
Make life a burthen, every hour unblest, 
And shed remorse through your tormented breast. 
The mangled form in horrid dreams will come 
Reproach the deed and antedate yoiu*doom. 
Haunt all your walks, wherever you go, attend. 
And scourge the murderer to his journey's end. 

Go where you may, your steps, wherever fouo 
Your steps imprint dishonor on the ground 
Cfive all the stain that innate baseness can 
And prostrate all the dignity of man : 
Haste to the shadows of the antarctic pole 
And with you take the shadows of the soul, 
Where'er you halt, no doubt a curse will wait. 
And plagues impend, and feuds, and rancorous hate 
The heavens in black, the skies with clouds will loi 
And angry nature round your hovel roar. 

Retire forever from the abodes of men. 
And howl with wolves, base brethren of the deo 
Tum'd out an exile from the human race, 
Yourself the accuser, and their worst disgrace. 
While souU or conscience, to reflect remains 
-iVot one calm hour shall mVUgBie "joxa V"^~" 
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«N THE 



EVILS OF HUMAN LIFR 



To him who rules the starry spheres, 
No e?il io his works appears : 
Mao with a dififerent eye, surveys, 
The incidents in nature's maze: 
And all that brings hira care or pain 
He ranks among misfortune's train. 

The ills that God, or nature, deal. 

The ills we hourly see, or feel, 

The sense of wretchedness and wo 

To man may be sincerely so ; 
And yet these q»rings of tears and sighs 
Be heaven's best blessings in disguise. 

Some favorite late, in anguish lay 
And agonized his life away : 
You grieved — to be consoled, refused. 
And heaven itself almost accused 
Of cruelty, that could dispense 
Such tortures to such Innocence. 

Could you but lift the dreary veil. 
And see with eyes or mmd \es^^d\V 
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^. 



The secrets of the world to come, 
Yoii would not thus bewail his doom. 
To find on some more happy coast 
More blessings, far, than all he lost. 

The seeming ills on life that wait 
And mingle with our best estate. 
Misfortune on misfortune grown. 
And beavi&«it most, when most alone \ 
Calamities, and heart oppress'd— 
These ail attend us, for the best. 






Learn hence, ye mournful, tearful race 
On a sure ground your li€^p^.to place 
Immutable arc nature*s laws ; 
And hence the soul her comfort draws 
That all the God allots to man 
Proceeds on one unerring plan. 

Hold to the moral system, true. 
And heaven will always be in Ticw : 
O man ! by heaven this law was tangl 
To reconcile you to your lot. 

To be your friend, when friendship £a 
Anfl nature a new being hails. 
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THE SCURRILOUS SCRIBE. 



All this proceeds from naiure^s fret 
By reason not corrected yet ; 
As soon might bears forbear to fight, 
Or wolvM resign the power to bite. 



His soul extracted from the public sink^ 
For discord boiu be splasbt around bis ink ; 
In scandal forenaost, as by scandal fed. 
He hourly rakes the ashes of the dead. 

Ueeare from him no traTcller walks the streetSt 
His maliee sees a toe in all be mpets ; 
With dark design be treads his daily rounds. 
Kills where he cad, and where he cannot, wounds. 

Nature to him her stings of rancor gave 
To shed, unseen, the venom of a knave ; 
She gave him cunning, every treacherous ait« 
She gave him all things but an upright heart : 

And one thing more— she gave him but the pen. 
No power to hurt, not even the brass of men. 
Whose breast though furies with their passion's role 
Tet haijn at satire, pointed by a fiool. 



FRENEAn*S POEMS. 

Was tliere no world but ours to ^ye 70a row ^ 
Ko Fatagooia, for your savage home. 
No region, when? antarctic oceans roll. 
No icy island, neighboring to the pole. 

By dark suspicion led, you aim at all 
Who will not to your sceptred idol fall ; 
To work theif ruin, every baseness try, 
.First envy, next abase us, then belie. 



Such is year sketch ! and thus awhile go oa. 
Tour shafts rebound, and, yet have injured 
Hurt who they will, let who will injured be^ 
The sons of smut and scandal hurt not me.- 



TO THB 



SCRIBE OP SCRIBES. 



By the gods of the poets, J^poHo ant? Jore* 
By the muse whr dire.tts me ti>^ s^'iritt tnati 
I council you, P ter once :nore. fo cet^re 
Or «itire sbail jpieree» witb her ticows •! flre^ 
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Be carefol to stop in your noisy career* 
Or homeward retreat, for yonr danger is near : 
The clouds are collecting to burst on your head, 
Tbeir snlphur to dart, or their torrents to shed. 

AloDg with the tears, I foresee you will weep, 
In the cave of oblivion I put you to sleep ;-— 
l%i8 dealer in scandal, this bladder Of galf« 
This sprig of Parnassus must go to the wall. 

From a star of renown in the reign of the night 
He is dwindled away to a little rush'Ught : 
Then snuff it, and snuff it, while yet it rehiains 
And PETSB will leave you the snuff for your painjH^ 



BELIEF AND UNBELIEF ; 

KMBIiY afiOOMMENDED TO THE SEaiOUS C0NS1DEBATI02I 

OF CREED MAK.E&8. 



What flome believe, and would eBfoh:i|i 
Without reluctance or remorse, 
Periiaps anottier may decry, 
Or citf B ftmvi^ tr ^m a K fw 
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Must he for that be doomed to bleed. 
And fall a martyr to some creed. 
By hypocrites or tyrants framed, 
hj leason damned, by truth disclaim^c 

On mere belief do merit rests^ 
As uubelief do guilt attests : 
Belief, if not absurd aod blind. 
Is but conviction of the mind. 

Nor can conviction bind the heart 
Till evidence has done its part : 
And, when that evidence is clear» 
Belief is just, and truth is near. 



' ,1 

til 

: ||i In evidence, belief is found ; 

; j 4 .' Without it, none are fairly bound 

,|[ To yield assent, or homage pay 

To what confederate worlds might sa; 



They who extort belief from man 
Should, in the out-set of their plao* 
Exhibit, like the mid-day sun 
An evidence denied by none. 

From this great point, o'erlook'd or o 
Still, unbelievers will exist ; 
And just their plea ; for how absurd 
For evidence, to take ^our word! 

Not to believe, I therefore hold 
The light of raau, all ancoutroi*d 
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By all the pothers of human wit, 
What kings have done, or sages writ ; 

jNot criminal in any view. 
Nor — man ! — to be avenged by you. 
Till evidence of strongest kind 
Coostraias assent, and clears the mind. 



IHE REPUBLICAN FESTIVAL: 



r COMPLIIIBJZT TO COLONEL UVlf ROS, ON HIS RETURK 

TO AMERICA, 1797. 



As late at a feast that she gare to munroe, 

Her mark of attention to show, 
Toung liberty gave her libations to flow. 

To honor where honor is due. 

Betum*d from the country that trampled on crowns 

Where high in opinion he stood. 
Dark malice attack'd him, with sneers,, and with 
frowns, 
But he met the applause of the good. 

U 
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To tlie knigkt qfthe sceptre UTiK-elcoroe be i 
But I'rerdoni his merit coDfe»s'd — 

He look'd at their malice, and ^aw it was Ian 
AnJpitj foj^are them the rest. 

Good hiimM, and pleasure, and friendrtiip dl 
Aod reason the pleasuie iocreued ; 

And the hero, who captured the britisb Bu: 
Presided and honor'd the lieast. 

On a bmoiustiRk froiB hell, with squill infali 
Baat-Zepbou came ridii^ the air i 

jBe look'd, and he saw that among the wboli 
Not a single apostate iras there. 

Jpisappointrd, be sigh'd. bnt Etill bOTer'd bIm 
Till the totals, with a vengeance, begao — 

He met the first /otir; irben the next thejga^ 
To bis cavern he Qed back again. 

In libertj'i temple, the- petulant cur 
Could see nol a man bnt he hates ; 

With a ciiree on her cmkc, and a meer, and 
He Qed from the frown of a gates. 



Public coaare, srni'd nith the spear of Ithurial : i 
!r tbe demoiu of tjTanDf, wbcrever they lurk, a 
Ibem to Ibeir native obKuritj. 



( 123 ) 



SUSANNA'S TOMB. 



f 



Susan deceased ! regretted name 
Beneath the turf you still may claim 
The fond regard that long was paid 
When you along the valley play'd : 

ISusan whose life was but a span. 
Whose circles just t#n summers ran ; 
Who now shall meet that smile of thine, 
The image once supposed divine. 

Ten summers pass'd ! and then to &de ! 
And find the damps of nature*s shade, 
Where all is silent — all is gloom, 
And changed the parlor for the tomb ! 

Return*d from &r Madeira's isle, 
I thought to meet the expected smile-— 
That smile I find forever fled. 
For all is serious with the dead. 

This las abode to adorn, review. 
To walk the soil that covers you. 
Be this my care : with heart of gloom 
To plant the trees that shade the tomb. 

And here the village maids shall bring 
The earliest danghters of the sprmg : 



i 
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Near ;ou to plaot the fairest 8aiv«n 
Tbe; rob Rosina's sireetest boners 

Remenberiog all I'D!! said, with tesit. 
And ntMt wu promised to }'our jean, 
Here, m they quit you, or rctuni, 
Tbej trace the ai^l in the uni. 
And eveij year their visit pay 
Tadeck the sod that bidea your chr. 



ON THE WAH PATRONS, 178», 

Wear; of peace, and Trarm for war. 
Who first wil) mouDt (be iron car T 
Wbo first appear,. to iihieldthe btaks. 
Who (offiDKHt, take the field of Mars ? 
For death and blood, wi(h bokl design. 
Who bids a himdred legiona Join ? 

To see iarssionB io the air 

From France, the moon, or bunn ki 

lu freedom's mouth to fix the gag. 
And aid aQbr<i t' a wither'd hag ; 
Tills is the purpose of a few ; 
BattbU ir« (ee irill icurcely i». 
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.Wbo bears the brant, or pays the bill ? 
The firieiids of irar alone cdn tell : 
Observe, six thousand heroes stand 
With not three privates to cnmmand ; 
No matter for the nation^s debt 
If some can wear the epaulette. 

If reason no attention finds, 
What magic shall unite all minds ? 
If war a patronage ensures 
That fifty thousand men procures. 
Is snch a force to bumble France ? 
Will these against her arms advance 9 
To fight her legions, near the Rhine, 
Or England's foi%e in Holland Join ? 

In dreams, that on the brain intrude. 
When nature takes her sleepy mood. 
And when she frolics through the mind, 
By sovereign reason unconfined. 
When her main spring is all uncolVd 
And fancy acts in whimsy wild*— 
I saw a chieftain, cap-a-pee, 
Arro'd for the battle — who but he ?-* 
I saw him draw his rusty sword, 
A present from a London lord : 
The point was blunt, the edge too dull 
J dcem*d to cleave a dutchman's scull ; 
And with tbi^ sword he made advance. 
And with this sword he struck at France-^ 
This siford retumM without \ts s\ve^\}[V) 
Too weak to cause a single dea\h ; 
L 2 
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And there he found hi$ work cooipletei 
And then he made a safe retreat. 
Where follj finds the caodp of rest 
And patience learns to dp her bert. 

What next, will policj cootrive 
To bid the davs of war arrive : 
Is there no way to pick a quarr^ 
And deck the mailial brow with burel ^ 
Is there no way to coax a fight 
And gratify soine men of might ? 



To iOfM^ who sit at helm of state, 
State*business is no killing weight, 
They sign their names, inquire the newii 
Look vi^ise, — take care to get their does 
At leveeSf note down who attends— 
And there the mighty busmess ends : 
To some that deal in state-affairs 
The world comes easy, with its car^ ; 
To some who wish for crown and king, 
A quarrel is a charming thing : 
They, seated at the fountain head 
Quaffbowls of nectar, and are fed 
With all the dainties of the land 
That cash, or market may command ; 
But othere dpom'd to station low. 
Then- choicest draughts are but— so, so. 
Hard knocks are tlieirs, and blood, and w 
Ten thousand tliumps for twenty pound 
Their youth they sett for paVtrj pvj 
forsixpeocef and ut kic^ ^ ^T« 
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A pound of pork and rotten bread, 
A coat lapellM, vrilb badge of red ; 
A life of din from year to year, 
And thw concludes the mad career. 

Te rising race, consider well 
What has been read, or what we tell. 
From wars all regal mischiefe flow, 
And kings make wars a raree-show, 
A business to tbeir post assigned 
To torture, damn, enslave mankind. 
Fortius, of old, dkl priests anoint 'em» 
Be ours the task to disappoint *em. 

But ivheu a foe your soil invades, 
A soldier is the first of trades ; 
Then, every step a soldier takes. 
Reflection in his breast awakes. 
That duty calls him to the field 
Till all invaders are expelPd ; 
That honor sends him to the fight. 
That he is acting what is right. 
To guard the soil, and all that*s dear^ 
From such as would be tyrants here. 



A POLITICAL OKATIOK, 



StipafitlaUif eompoted on an important tvtject. 

Seuod frithout setne, and words deroid of force, 
'Hirough which no ait could fiod a clue. 

And mean, and thackling wan the wbole diseoorsi 
Tbat kept me. tbllt, longChun jou. 

Heads of barangue«. to heads lefs gcaeral, i^lit, 
Seem'd lite small laths, cleft from lonie heary 

I heard the inference, (bat no object hit — 
AH congelation. Tapor, unoke, or fog. 

And what avaii'd the ai^meot unsound 

That nothing jirored, or ou the expecting mini 

Forced no conviction — just ai well might souimI 
To tbe deaf'ear with sentimcaU abound. 

Long did we wail for application time 

To find what sense or reason might applj :— 

It came — attended with the false sublime. 

And thrcad~bare truths, no mortal could denf . 

Repeated thoughts^ and periods of a mile, 
h il^matks, deroid of dignity or power. 
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Jbploded nntioiis, dressM in brilliant style, 
Exhausted patience, and consumed the hour. 

^os when of old some town some folks besieged^ 
Before the walls the invader xat him down, 

WtaOe those who mann'd them, at their foes enraged, 
Threw many a load of ancient lumber down ; 

And wore them out, with tumbling on their heads 
Bricks, tiles, and paying-stones, huge logs of timber, 

Fmnp-water, cold or boiling, shovels, spades,— 
And more, by fiir, than you or I remember. 

Ah, speaker ! with artillery like your own 

Hard will it be one Federal to awake, 
IVnst me, although you scold, and chafe, and frowQy 

Ton may besiege, hut are not like to takA 
Their three waird town. 



ON THE PROPOSED 87STEM OF 

STATE CONSOLIDATION, &Q, 
about 1799. 

In thonghtless hour some much misguided men, 
And more, who held a prostituted pen, 
^^om monstrous creeds a monstrous system drew, 
T^nt evei7 btatb Into oa« kettle throiw^ 
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And boil'd them up until the goodlj' mass 
SHitfit tor a kingilou. or a somplbini;. past. 
In thi- gay circle of saint Jame>i'p plaocj, 
From tlience, no doubt. Ibis modest plonthej 
Smit with the splendor that liurToiinds a blag. 
Too ttuaj ligh'd, antl wishM to ht- that tfaini;. 
Tbpnce came a Aoofc [where came it but from Uh 
Hade up of all Ihiogebut a grain oftetxe. 
Lawyers and eouniellom eebo'dltack the noti 
And tying joaroals praised tbe trash they nni 

Tbougb britisb armi«< could not loni; prevt 
Tet britiah politic*^ may turn the scale : 
la ten sburt years, or freedom neary growa, 
Tbe state, republic. sickeDii Tor a tbrone ; 
Seaates and sjcoplianta a pattern brii^ 
A mere di^uise lor parliament and king. 
A )>ensioned army ! whence a plaa so base 7- 
A despot's safety, liberty's dligrace. 
What saved these states tram Britain's wastui 
Who but the generous riKtlcsof the land, 
A iree-born race, inured to erpry toil, 
Wha clear the forest and subdue the soil ? 
Tlii>y tyranti banish'd from this injured shore. 
And bome>bred traitors may expel once more 

Te, wlio have propp'd the venerated cans) 
Who freedom honor'd, and sustain'd tier Ian 
When IkirUen itatei are moulded into one. 
Tour rights are vanisfa'd and yonr glory giwe 
fbej'.n-m ffrerJim will alontt remain — 
~ e wbeo ihehua'dhec ch 
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D revise our system, — not to change, 
madness that whole system to derange, 
dmenti, only, was the plan ui view, 
corn amendments, and destroy it too. 
nach deceived ! would heroes of renowB 
le for themselves, and puU the fabric down, 
I its place Columbia's column rise 
bed with these sad words — Here freedom lies*. 



STANZAS 

ON A 

POLITICAL PROJECTOR, 

AS MAKING II7TBRE8T, TO BK KMPLOTED ON AV 
EMBASSY TO CONSTANTINOPLE. 

Wh«^n Goody held him on her knee 
She vow'd that she could plainly see 
The bo> ambassador would be. 

But to what court, or when, or where 
Sh could not ceitainly cieclare, 
Bu^said, it would be sodaetbiu^T^te. 
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The mother pleased we may nipposey* 
Then told the narse, (tlie story goes) 
That niirse, for this, should nothing lose ; 

Nay, if it happ'd, when tune came roand. 

The prophecy was genuine found 

That uurse should haye— full twenty poiili4. 

Tlie prophecy had been fulfill'd. 
The envoy to the Porte has sail'd 
And old Constantine's city hail'd. 

There to have put a turban on 

And copied Muli-Melech*s gown. 

And drove his coach through Turkey towi. 

But some, who were our envoy's foes 
Thought wrong an envoy should be chose, 
Who could not see beyond his nose. 

And so this man affair renorvn 

Who would have saiPd to Turkey town 

At prudent distance sate him down. 

With Selima to have no route !-» 
-'A disappointment, this, no doubt. 
That sour'd his stomach, like soar-cront. 

Old Sestos and Seamander be 
At public charge, will never see, 
JVor wUl he bend at Acbmet's knee.^ 
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IJTer shall he Priam's kingdom greet. 
The fields, where Hector met defeat. 
Or where the grecians moor'd their fleet ; 

Nor Tencdos, that fatal isle, 
^There famed Achilles staid awhile 
The trojaii armies to beguile : 

Nor jet the straits of Dardanelle, 
Where formerly, old stories tell, 
Leander met his phrygian belle. 

All those the squire will miss and more^ 
To come, and see his natire shore, 
•—-And hawk and spit on senate floor. 



NATURE'S DEBT. 



ife i<; the priuripai, by nature lent. 
Which must be paid when she demands her due* 
nth interest fix'd at different rates per cent 
Which interest is, the troubles we go throflgb 
Hiile here we stay in this frail tenement. 

Ills principal or soon or late is paid; 
Bat nature is a creditor seyere, 

M 
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For in her Jail the debtor still is laid 
Though he has satisfied her full arrear ; 

How should they satisfy, where money's none, 
Device, nor art ; no science, toil or trade, 

Where all is drowsy, and old time rolls on 
Useless and idle to the prisoner made. 

There, turn-key never will unlock the door, 
There, no insolvent acts will ever come ; 
Ten thousand years, and twice ten thousand more 

Will roll away, nor meliorate their doom. 
And here one maxim, that the world holds true. 
Proves &l8e — that prisons rarely pay what*8 doe. 
None can deny, or have denied it yet 
That prison, cali*d the grave, pays nature's debl. 



NEW YEAR'S EVE. 

To shun reJ9ection on the seasons past 

The finish*d circle of the closing year, 
A jovial crew, chilled by December's blast. 

Collect to drink away its funeral here. 
But why, thus joyous to a funeral come 

Array 'd in Christmas coat, with dance and toti§ 
Why oot ^ome emblematic garb assume, 

Wbjr not with solemn bymns t\)ft hours prol<»i^ 
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Sinaoot amidst the folly of the night. 

This general tumult, wild excess of mirth ! 
We much admire, that you, grey-beaded wigfit. 

Who soon must miuglc with the clods of earth* 
Should thus, with junior men, misuse your time. 

Join in the dance, exhaust the festive bowl ; 
Tou who are forty winters past your prime 

Whom time with dead men shortly will enrol. 

Let me describe how follow passM this eve 

The night that usher'd in the following year ;— » 
With songs profane they did the hours deceive. 

Drank deep and call'd the jug their brother dear. 
At the hour of eight their eyes began to shine 

Like Venus at the dawn, like little moons ; 
The clock struck ten, they scarce behaved like men« 

Sung smutty songs to black-guard tunes. 

Then, with the rest, the ancient man of sin 
<iuick to the board of savoury supper moved ; 

Then paused the giddy dance, the violin ; 
And as they eat, the supper they approach'd ; 

With dainty bit each gratified his maw. 

Drank all they had, and swallowM all they saw. 

Twelve now had struck — ^the year was gone foFever, 
Old Simon wish*d the devil had the clock ; 

Then strike up, boy, he bcllow*d, now or never ! 
Rrnew the dance — and scarce the word he 8pok» 

When all was motion, merriment, and fun. 

The old year ended and the new begun. 
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Next to the cards they went, aod in a trice 
Another set were busy with the dice ; 
The dial show'd that two was not remote, 
And much ado to keep their heads afloat. 
Then quarrels rose, aod quarrelsome they grew, 
And fisty-cufis went round— half after two. 

With threatening stichs, or shovel from the firev 
Each batter'd each — ^the good wife said, retire ! 
And bade old Simon, with his lifted cane. 
Go home !-^but Simon she address*d in ?aiQ. 
He swore no pleasure was that night at hoootet 
And no where else-— except in drinking rum—- 

Three ! said the clock, and sleepy dews begas 

To seize the cye^; of maid and man : 

Amelia fair upon a blanket dosed. 

And, Caty-Ann ! thy pretty eyes were closed, 

Sal nodded on a chair with smutty cap. 

While a tall black-smith lounged upon her lapr 

Simon, still merry, held it out till dawn. 

Till all was drank, and every cask was drawn* 

Then rose and left them, without thought or t&aak • 

With not a cent to pay for all he drank. 

A few there were, who scrupled not to say 
Such conduct did not honor new year's day— - 
New year did not for such excesses come : 

And all agreed 

In the same creed, 
Simon, at least, had better been at home. 
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l>N PASSING 



BY AN OLD CHURCH-YARB. 



PcofdTe, on this green tnrf I cast my eye. 
And almost feel inclined to muse and sigh : 
Such tokens of mortality so nigh. 

Bat faoM, — IV ho knows if these who soundly sleep; 
Would not, alive, have made some orphan weep, 
Or plunged some slumbering victim in the deep. 

Tliere may be here, who once were virtue's foes, 
A curse through life, the cause of many woes, 
Who wrongM the widow, and disturbed repose. 

There may be here, who with malicious aim 
Did aU they could to wound another's fauEie, 
Steal character, and filch away good name. 

Perhaps yond' solitary turf invests 

Some who, when living, were the social pests. 

Patrons of ribands, titles, crowns and crests. 

Can we on such a kindred tear bestow ? 
Thfy, who, in life, were every ^usIiuuil^^^, 
A phgiw to all about them I— ob» tio^ lift. 

M 2 
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What though sepultiired with the funeral whine ; 
Why, sorrowing on such tombs should we recline, 
AVhere truth, perhaps, has liardly penned a luie. 

— ^Yet, what if here gome honest man is laid 
Whom nature of her best materials made. 
Who aU respect tx> sacred honor paid. 

Gentle, hnmane, beoerolent, and just 
(Though now foi|^ and mingled with the dmftt 
There may be socfa, ^nd such there are we tmit} 

Yes— for the sake of that one honest man 
We would on knares themseltres bestow a tear* 

Think natmie form*d them on some crooked pfau^ 
And say, peace rest an aU that slwnber here. 



THE ORDER OF THE D AY ; 

rO REAOERS OF THE HISTORV OF WARS, ANCIENT ASB 
/ M0DERI7. 



If on this sad, distressing book. 
With eager eye you often look. 
And there on dreary record fm4 
The murderM milVions o( waxOosMi, 



obdeA of the day. l» 

tSriere not too mnch, reflect aad say, 
Tiras but the order rfthe day. 

The crimes of an imperial race. 
Incessant, stare yon in the face i 
Have they this varioas havoc spreadt 
And art's best ir orks in ruin laid ?— 
We sigb for this, as well as yon. 
And tears, attunes sincerely flovr. 
To see mankind bj war decay 
By wart, the order of the day* 

The men of thought, in senates known. 
Who drive a nation's boshiess on* 
Have long agreed in things of state 
Each day should have its own debate. 
Tis sometimes war and sometimes peac^ ; 
But who can tell when strife will cease, 
Or come the time, when, wars away. 
We get new orders of the day. 

When traos-atlantic squadrons came 
And wasted wide with fire and flame, 
All saw the order drawing near 
(Some thought the orders too severe) 
Some said the royal claimant throng 
Had issued orders much too long. 
Republic, come ! your spirit show. 
And take your turn to order too. 

80^ to the field bold kgiom le>d« 
With varioag ibrtmie foii{;\it, oc bVoii^^ 
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For seven long yean the ir ar sustain'd 
On which the cause of freedom leaned ; 
And often yaoquiiih'd knight and peer 
Who caoie to give bard orders here ; 
And though their armies hoped to staj 
At length, we order*d them away. 

When Fruice began her proud career 
Thei^^ every tyrant quaked with fear* 
And arm'd their subjects Gut and wide 
While LufM twell*d the royal tide. 
King Frederick led his conquering host, 
Duke Brunswick made his haughty boast 
That Paris should in flames ascend 
Ere Louis should to rebels bend ; 
Yes-^e would show them royal play 
And give new orders of the day* 
An order of his own that brings 
The sword, the last resort of kings. 

May despots be degraded low, 
Who, where they find not, make a foe : 
In debt for navies, annies, wars — 
The sutject says, the debt is ours ! 
Discouraged, famlsh'd, broken down. 
They curse the king, abuse the crown. 
And should to George, or Frederick say. 
It breaks our hearts your bllte to pay. 



k 



Bat little some regard the cost. 

Whose hearts are flints, wbose qq^H ue (rost. 
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Whom nature never yet eoald bind 

On reason's plan to nde mankind ; 

Whose views and ends are to enslaye 

And make a man botii fool and knave, 

4, murderer or a mere madiine, 

And bom to serve a king or qneen : 

May such, opposed to reason's light 

For time to come receive this doom 

That plants them deep, and sends than home r 

To their last home to sink outr^ht 

And serve the orders of the n|gfat« 



ON THE LAUNCHINO 



or THr 



FRIGATE CONSTITUTION. 



The builders had the ship prepared. 
And near her stood a triple guard, 

For fear of secret foes. 
Some, tiptae stood to see her start, 
And fFoold have said, wUh a\\ \3lMAis \)«v^> 
Id nyptures, there s^goet I . 
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The stubborn ship, do what they conld. 
Convinced them, she was made of wood 

Though plannM with art supreme ; 
All art, all force the ship defy'd—- 
Nor brilliant day, nor top of tide 

Could urge her to the stream. 

Some, with their airs aristocratic. 
And some with honors diplomatic. 

Advanced to see the show : 
In Tarn the builder to her caird— 
In vain tiie shipwrights puUM and haul' 

She could not — would not go. 



Each anti-federal, with a smile 
Observed the yet unfloating pile 

As if he meant to say, 
Builder, no doubt, you know your trader 
A conttUution you have made 
But should her wai^s have better laid. 

Well now to heave the ship afloat. 
To move from this unlucky spot. 
Take our advice, and give them sooo. 
What should have long ago been done. 
Amendments — too know what. 
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THB 



BETHLEHEMITE ; 

or, fair soUtary. 

A'pensive female, in her prime, 
Reflectiog on the end of timet 

Sought an obscure recess : 
She slighted eyery shepherd's flame, 
The city beau — die sighing came 

To pray, and feed on grace. 

From noise and nonsense, far away : 
She with the trees prefer*d to stay,-— 

She left the gay, and left the 
For contemplation's serenade 
She most admired the willow shade 

Suns clouded and the moon in wane. 

Te thoughtless swains, who faannt the town. 
Who at each gay report are known. 

Or chase some glittering fly^ 
Set not yQur hearte on Ctnrot^ ; 
In her the charms and graces join, 

But love eonoies never n^h — 

But homage to the almighty due 
Should not seclude her from aWVvbH \ 
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Thong^ hermit she is grown« 
Tet friendship asks some little sharo-^ 
And loTe, if lore may have his prayer^ 

Hopes she may yet be won. 



#N THE 



i 



ATTEMPTED LAUNCH OF A FRIGATI; 



4mgnedfor mar against a sister r^ptiMtc— 1798. 

Unless it be for mere defence 
May shipwrights iail to laundi you faence^ 
At best, the comrade of old Nick — 
Some IoUls will smile to see yon stick. 

But DOW, suppose the matter done. 
And her the element upon ; 
What cause have we mad wars to wagifc 
Or Join the qoairels of the age ? 

Itemote fimn Europe's wrangKog race. 
Who show us no pacific &ce 
LeVs tread negociation's track 
Ma^m we rentnre to attacli. 



LAUNCH OF A FRIGATO. 9^ 

But to the seas if ire must go» 
Tis clearly seeo who is the foe, 
Who hastens, at no distant date> 
To repossess his lost estate. 

I see them raise the storm of war, 
To cloud the gaj Columbian star, 
I see them, bloody, brave and base 
Make us the object of their cha^. 

Their ships of such superior might 
All we possess win put to flight, 
Or bear them off, with aH oo board* 
Tp makea meal for George the third. 



One frigate, ocdy* will not 
She must retreat while the J pursue* . 
To make her drink affliction's cup, 
And, hearen presenre us, eat her uf. 

A navj of stupendous strength 
Tis plain, must be our fetat length. 
To sweep the seas, to guard the shore* 
And crush their haughtiest seventy four* 

Those puny ships that now we frame, 
(The way that England pbys hergain^ 
Will to their bnltdogs&H a prey 
The hour we get them under wei| 



«r 
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ON THB 



FREE USE OP THE LANCET, 



IN YELLOW rEVfiRS.'" 

lo former days your starcb*d ^^vines 
From notes of twenty thousand lines 

Held many a long dispute ; 
One argued this, one aigued that. 
And reverend wigi, as umpires sat, 

All sophists to coiiftittt. 

They dwelt on things beyond their kea 
And teazed and puzzled simple men 

To hold them in the dark ; 
But their long season now is past. 
The churchman's horn has blown its blast* 

Things take a different mark. 

Physicians now to quiet pain 
Stick lancet in the patient's vein 
That bums with feverish beat : 
The next contend, they're wholly wron^;, 
- That life will leak away ere long 
If thus the case they treat. 

^A praetice very prevalent at the time the si)bot« ii«si writtw 



LANCET IN YELLOW FEVER. }^ 

Meaotime a practice geU about, 
Perhaps, to make some doctors pout r. 
Old Shslaht with her herbs and teas. 
And scarce a shiJlii^ for h«r tees. 
In many instances, at least. 
When deaths and funerals increased* . 
Did more to dispossess the fever. 
Did more from dying beds deliTW 
Than all the hippocratian host 
Could by the lancet*s viitue boasts 
To which, I trow, full many a ^ost 
Will hare a grudge for ever. 



ON THE C1T7 SN0ROAOBHEKT9 05 THS 



RIVER HUDSON. 

Where Hudson, once, in all his pride 

In surges burst upon the shore 
They plant amidst his flowing tide 
Mol^ to defy his loudest roar ; 
And lofty mansions grow where late 
Half Europe might dischaige hfirfre^t. 

From northern lakes and wastes of snow 
Tbe river . takes a di«(taiit use. 
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Now marches swift, now marches slow, 
And now adown some rapid flies ^ 

Till Join*d the Mohawk^ in their course 
They trairel with oiited force. 

But cease, nor with too ^ring aim 
Encroach upoo this giant iiood ; 
j^o rights reserved by nature, ciaim, 
Nor on his ancient bed intrude :— 
The riyer may in rage awake 
And time restore him all yon take. 

l!he eastern stream, his sister, rares 

To see such moles her peace molest^ 
A London built upon her waves. 
The weight of mountains on lier breast: 
With quicken*d flow she seeks the mala 
As on her bed new fiibrics gain. 

Bold streams ! and may our verse demand 

Is there not coast for many a Biile, 
And soils, as form'd by nature's hand 
That border all Manhattan's isle : 
Then why these mounds does avarice niif. 
And build the haunts of pale disease^ 

Yet in your aim to clip their wing 

(It asks no wisard to descry,) 
That time the woful day will Inring 
When Hudson's passion, swelling high« 
Maf ia a foam his wrongs repay 
Aodaweep both honteandwYttxCmiivf . 
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STANZAS 

WRITTEN IN BLACKBEARD, 
THB pirate's Castle, near the town of n\ 

THOMAS, IN THE WEST INDIES. — 1799. 



Tfae ancient knave, who raised tliese walls, 

Now to oblivion half resign'd-— 
His fortress to the mind recalls 
The nerve that stimulates mankind ; 
When savage force exerts its part 
And ruffian blood commands tfae heart. 

This pirate, known to former days. 

The scourge of these unhappy climes. 
In this strong fabric thought to raise 
A monument to future times : 
To guard himself and guard his gold. 
Or shelter robbers, uncontrol'd. 

A standard on these walls he rcar*d. 

And here he swore the oatli profane. 
That by his god, and by his beard. 
Sole, independent, he would reign ; 
And do his best to crush Ihe %t^«^ 
Oflcg^l right and lioncsl^. 
N 2 
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Within these walls, and in these vaults, 

Of princely poirer and wealth possess*d. 
Dominion hung on all his thoughts, 
And here he hoped an age of rest ; 
The wealth of princes flowing in 
That from the Spaniards he did win. 

He many a chief and captain awed. 

Or chain*d with fetters, fiK>t and hand ; 
Uncheck'd, his fleets he sent abroad, 
CJommission gave, conferred command ; 
And if his sailors skulk'd or fled. 
He made them shorter-<-l>7 a head. 

Half Europe's flags he hade retire 

From ponderous guns he hurl'd the Inll^ 
He fill*d his glass with liquid fire 
And drank damnation to them all : 
For many a year he held the sway 
And thousands at his mercy lay* 

CbnfidiBg in his castle's streogtb 
Maon'd by a fierce heroic crew, 
He blunder'd on till they at length. 
The model of a city drew, 
Where he might reign and be obey'd. 
And be the tyiant of all trade. 

Tain hope ! his fort neglect stands: 

And, crumbling, hastens to decay ;— - 
Where, once, he tra'mM h\& daxio^ bands 
The ftranger toareely &v^Yn& \^^7 *< 
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The bnshes in the castle grow 

Where once he menaced ftiend and foe. 

tnthis mysterious scene of things 

There most be laws or who eould lire ? 
There must be laws to aid the wings 
Of those who on the ocean strive 
To earn by cooEunerce, bold and free, 
The honest gatet of laduytij. 



TBI 



HERMIT AND THE TRAVELLEIU 



The ground was whtte with hail aad snow. 
The storm was high, the sun was low» 
And eTery stream had ceased to 4ow. 

A trareller sought a lonely shed 
In belies to find a fire and bed. 
To warm hh feet and rest his bcai^^. 
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And blest are they io wintry vales 
When every hope before them fails 
Who find such shelter from such gales. 

A but itself, secure and dry, 

A refuge from the inclement sky. 

Who would not enter thankfully ? 

A hermit, of a mild address. 

Who long had lodged in this recess, 

The Solon of the wilderness, 

Accostuig, bade the stranger come 
And welcome, to his little home. 
Where all was but one little room. 

Thus welcomed to the poor abode. 
Awhile he ruminating stood 
In sober and reflective mood. 

*' What solace here can misery meet 
(Said he) no fire to warm my feet. 
No bedding in this cold retreat. 

Tills hut may guard from snow and raih 
But all is cold, and poor, and meani 
So, fare you well ; — I'll walk again.*^ 

He went— and as the night came on. 
The snow came fiercer— driving down :- 
Tfras darkf and hope itself wiis gptte. 



HERMIT AND TRAYELLBR. 

fie wandered bere, and wanderM tbera 
While all aronod Mm gloomM despair, 
The hovrling storm, the chlUing air. 

Now, to regain the hamble shed 
And noake a sheaf of straw his bed 
Was all the gleam of hope he had. 

' That night, but whether soon or late 
It matters not, he met his fate. 
And entered on a future state. 

Next week, by chance, the hermit grey 
Across the forest chanced to stray 
And found the carcass in his way. 

"Alack! (he cry'd) jou should have staid 
And not hare 6pum*d my little Fhed ; 

Tou should have shared in half I had-^ 
My oaken bench, my leafy bed : 

Jfij homely fare of nuts and froita. 
The apple dry*d, and turnip roots. 

And all that for a hermit suits. 

strai^rto the hermit race ! 
Iq seardi of a less humble place 

1 see yon in a woful case.** 

Learn hence, ye proud, to drop your wiogB, 
Slight not the day of little thia|^ 
ttica «2f tbtVs great from Vittle sptvo:^. 
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Pei*baps the prorerb may be stale. 
But heed the meaning of the tale, 
** Leave not the harbor in a gale,'* 



STANZAS 



To the memory of Gen. WASHINGTON, mho dUd 

Dec. 14, 1799. 

Terra legit, popuIuA imeret, codom habet ! 

Departiog; with the closing age 

To virtue, worth and freedom true. 
The chief, the patriot, and the sage 
To Vernon bids his last adieu : 
To reap in some exalted sphere 
The just rewards of virtue here. 

* • 

Thou, Washington, by heaven designed 

To act a part in human things 
That few have known among mankind. 
And far beyond the task of kings; 
We hail you now to heaven receivedL 
Your mighty task on earth achieved. 

While sculpture and her sister arts. 
For tliee their choicest wcenttw pte^we^. 
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Food gratitude her share imparts 
And begs thy bones for burial tliere ; 
Where, near Virginia's northern bound 
Sirells the vast pile on federal ground. 

To call from their obscure abodes 

Hie grecian chief, the roman sage, 
Tbe kings, the heroes, and the gods 
Who flourished in time's earlier age, 
Would be to class them not with you, — 
Superior far, in every vievr. 

Those ancients of ferocious mould. 

Blood their delight, and war their trade, 
Their oaths profaned, their countries sold, 
And fetter'd nations prostrate laid ; 
Qould these, like you, assert their claiiB 
To honor and immortal fame ? 

Tliose monarchs, proud of pillaged spoils. 

With nations shackled in their train, 
Returning from their desperate toils 
With trophies, — and their thousands sldiu ; 
In all they did no traits are known 
Like those that honor'd Washington. 

Who now will save our shores firom harms, * 

The task to him so long assigned ? 
Who now will rouse our youth to arms 
Should war approach to curse mankind ? 
Alas ! no more the word you give. 
Bat in yonr prcr«*pts yon svl^?\T^ . 
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Ah, ^ne '. and none your place rapplj; 

Nor nil) yoar eqtul sooa appear; 
But that great name can only die 
When luemorj dwelti do loriger here. 
When man and all liis Kvstenui mast 
SufeHve, like jou, and torn to dint 



t IVBJCCT WITH THE FEKeKOISa. 



Tbe chief who freed them niBering land* , 
From Britain's bold lieslepiig bauds, 
Tbe hero, through aJI coaotriej knowti— ' 
The gmrdjan geniuB of bii own, 

la gone to (bat cclpstial bawmt 
From whence no traTeller can return, 
Where 9«iplo and whwe Trsjan weut: 
And beftTeo reclaimt the nnl ft lent. 

Each heart with Kcret wo con|;ea1i ; 
Oown tbe tbe pale cheek moiit gorow ttetXt; 
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And all the nobler passions joia 
To mourn, remember, and resign. 

O ye, wbo erave the marble bust 
To celebrate poor bnman dust. 
And from the silent shades of death 
Betrieve the form but not the breath, 

Tain is the attempt by force of art 
To impress his image on the heart : 
It lives, it glows, in every breast. 
And tears of millions paint it best. 

Indebted to his guardian care, 
And great alike in peace or war, 
The loss they feel these states deplore, — 
Their friend.... their father... .is no more. 

What will they do to avow their grief ? 
No sighs, no tears, afford relief; 
Dark mourning weeds but ill express 
The poignant wo that all confess ; 
Nor will the monumental stone 
Assuage one tear — relieve one groan. 

O Washington ! thy honored dust 
To parent nature we entrust ; 
Convinced that your exalted mind 
StiJl lives, but soars beyond mankiud. 
Still acts in virtue's sacred cause. 
Nor asks from man his vain applause. 
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lo raptures with a theme no great* 
While thy famed actions they relate* 
Each future aj^fi from thee shall knof^ 
All that is good and great below ; 
Shall glow with pride to hand thee dow» 
To latp<;t time, to long renown, 
Thf> ]>ri}f ht";st name on freedom's page« 
•And the first honor of our age. 



STANZAS 

Occasinned by certain absurd^ extravagant, mnd we9 
blasphemous panegyrics and encomiums on the eka^ 
racter qf the late gen. fVashington, that appeared in 
several pamphietSf jottmals, and other periodkal puff^ 
licationst in January ^ 1800. 

No tongue can tell, no pen describe 
The phrenssy of a numerous tribe. 
Who, by distemperM fancy led. 
Insult the memory of the dead. 



Of old, there were in every age 

TVJio stuff 'd with gods the historiaii*8 pagwu 



i 
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And raised beyond the human sphere 
Some vrho, we know, were mortal here. ' 

iSuch wafi the case, we know full well, 
IVhen darkness spread her pagan spell ; 
Mere insects, born ^br tombs and gr^res, 
They changed into celestial knaves ; 
Made some, condemn'n to tombs and shroudi, 
Lieutenant generals in the clouds. 

In journals, meant to spread the news. 
From state to state*-and we know whose-*- 
We read a thousand idle things 
That madness pens, or folly sings. 

Was, Washins^ton, your conquering sword 
Condemn'd to ^uch a base reward ? 
Was trash, like that we now review. 
The tribute to your valor due ? 

One holds you more than mortal kmdf 
One holds you all ethereal mind^ 
This puts you in your saviour's seat. 
That makes yon dreadful in retreat. 

One says, ifou are become a star. 
One makes yon more resplendent^ far i 
One sings, that, when to death you bow'id, 
Old mother nature shriek*d aloud. 

We grieve to see sncb pens profane 

The 6nt of chie&, the fini «t isp«ft .-^ -j 
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To Wasbingtoa— ft man — who died« 
Is abbafaUUr well applied ? 

Absurdly, in a frantic stiain. 
Why ank blin not for nm and ram ?-— 
We sicken at the vile applause 
That bids him give the ocean lamt. 

Ye patrons of the ranting strain, 
What temples have been rent in (wain 9. 
What fiery chariots have been sent 
To diguily the sad event ? — 

O, ye pro&ne, irreverent few. 
Who reason's medium never knew : 
On you she never glanced her beams; 
Tou carry all things to extremes. 

Shall they, who spring from parent earl^ 
Pretend to more than mortal birth ? 
Or, to the omnipotent allied, 
Control his heaven, or join his side 9 

O, is there not some chown curre, 
^ Some vengc«ince due, with lightning's fores 
That far and wide destruction spreads. 
To burst on such irreverent heads ! 

Had they, in life, be*praised him so. 
What would have been the event, I know 
fffj wonid have spum'd them, with di8dal||« 
Or rusb'd upon them, witk fate canjft^. 
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He was no god, ye flattering knarei. 
He omn*d no worlds he ruled no nave» ; 
But — and exalt it, if you cao, 
He was the upright, honest mam. 

This was his glory, this outshone 
ThosT attnl>ttte8 you doat upon : 
On this strong ground he took his staad, 
iSuch Tirtue saTed a sinking land. 



JREFLECTIONS 

OS THK 

35IUTABILITY OF THINGS— lt©». 

The time is approaching deny it who may, 

Tlie days are not very remote. 
When the pageant that glitter'd for many a^y, 

On the stream of oblivion will float. 

The times are advancing when matters wiN tnm, 
And some, wlio are now in ttie shade. 

And pelted by malice, or treated with scorn, 
WiU pay, jo the coin that vra:& \^^ ? 

O 2 
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The time it will be, when the people aronsed, 

For better arrangements prepare, 
And firm to the cause, that ef old they espoused, 

Their steady attachment declare : 

When tyrants mil shrink from the face of the day,^ 

Or, if they presume to remain. 
To the tune ofpeccavi, a solo will phiy. 

And lower the royalty strain : 

When goverrM«wnt favors to flattery's press 

Will halt on their way from afar. 
And people will laugh at the comical dress 

Of the knights of the garter and star : 

When a monarch, new fangled, with lawyer an^ 
seribe, 
In junto will cease to convene, 
Or take from old England a pitiful bribe. 

To pamper his ** highness serene ;*' 

.* 

When virtue and merit will have a fair chance 
The loaves and tlie Gshes to share, 

And JEFFERSON, you to your station advance. 
The man for tiie president's chair : 

When honesty, honor, experience, zpproveS, 

No more in disgrace will retire ; 
When fops from the places of trust are remoradi 

And the leaders of faction retire. 



\. 
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MILITARY RECRUITING : 



TO A AECaVlT FOND OF SSeAR 8M0MNG.-« 



-Ex fumo dare lacem 



Gogitat, ut «peciota deliinc miracala pramat. — r 



When first I arriFcd to the age of a man 

And met the distraction of care, 
As the day to a close rather sorrowful ran 
Tet I smiled and I smoked my segar : 
O, how sweet did it seem 
What a feast, what a dream 
What a pleasure to soooke the legar! 

fo vain did the din of the females assail 
Or the noise of the carts in the street. 
With a Spanish segar and a pint of good ale 
I found my ei^yment complete : 
Old care 1 dismiss*d 
While I helit in my fist 
The pitcher, and smoked the scgar« 

What a world are we in, if we do not retire 
And, at times, to the la\em Te\A.Vc 



164 FRENEAU*S POEMS. 

To read the gazette, by a hickory fire. 
With a sizpencp or shilling to spare. 
To handle the glass 
And an evenii^ pass 
With the help of a liFely segar. 

The man of the closet, who studies and reads. 

And prepares for the wars of the bar ; 
The priest who harangues, or the lawyer who pleadi, 
What are they without- the segar ? 
What they say may be right, 
But they give no delight 
Unless they have smoked the segar. 

The farmer still plodding, who follows his plough, 

A calling, the first and the best, 
Would care not a fig for the sweat on his broiT 
If he smoked a segar with the rest : 
To the hay-lott alone 
I would have' it unknown, 
For there a segar I detest. 

The sailor who climbs and ascends to the yard 

B<'Spatter'd and blacken'd with tar, • 
Would think his condition uncommonly bard 
If he did not indulge the segar. 
To keep them hi trim 
While they merrily swim 
lAi the ocean, to countries afar. 



i 



Tbeso)dif'T unirifd^ in the mi(:st of the smoke. 
The Anvoe and carDa|<B ^ ^n«. 
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Would stand to his canoon, as firm as a rock, 
Would tiiey let him but smoke his segar : 
Every gun iu the fort 
Should make its report 
From the fire which illumes the segar. 

Come then, to the tareru, ye sons of thesirord, 

No fear of a wound or a scar : 
Jf jour money is gone, your account will be scored^ 
By the lady who tends at the bar : 
And this I can say. 
Not a cent need you pay 
For tlie use of the social segar.— — ^ 
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LINES 



ON THE 



ESTABLISHMENT OF THE NEW THEATRE, 

iVD TBE MANAGEMENT OF THE HOUSE BEING PLACE^^ 
IN TSE HANDS OF MR. OOOFEE*— -^ 

Quid Sophocles, et Tbespis, et ^chylus utile /errent 
Teutavit quoque, rem si digne vertere posset. — hor . 

This noble pile, superbly great. 

Id AthenSf mi^ht have graced hex: ^JtaX^", 
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V Aii4i rivals ail that London claims 

From brilliant scenes, and boasted names. 

Whatever the tragic muse affords 
Will here be told in glowing words : 
From magic scenes to charm the efes 
4J1 nature's pictures will arise. 

And she, who charms the sprightly throng. 
The goddess of the comic song 
The muse of laughter, and of jest 
Will bring amusement, with the rest. 

And COOPER, here, who leads the train 
Ot sorrow, pleasure, pity, pain, 
A Roscius, of superior powers, 
The modern Garrick now is ours. 

He will display on nature's stage 
(Or nature copied from her page) 
The force of all that Shakspeare writ. 
All Oti^ay's grief and Congreve's wit. 

With him a chosen band agree 

To make the stage what it should be. 

The serious moral to impart. 

To cheer the mind and mend the heart. 
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The manners of the age t'improve, 
To enforce the power of virtuous love, 
Chaste morals in the soul t'implant 
Which most admire, and iWDiir >RiXi^.» 



THE NEW THEATRE. l«7 

On such a plan, theatric thawn 
Do honor to the thespian nrase, 
Impart a polish to the mind ; 
Intact and civilize mankind. 

Ye nig^es who in morals deal, 
But all the pleasing side conceal. 
From hence, confess that morals may 
As sorely take the brilliant iray. 

With snch an object in oar view 

Let Thespis all her art punme. 

When autumn brings the lengthening ni^^. 

And reason to her feast invites.—' 
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OK 

THE PEAK OF PICO ; 

ONE or THE AZORES, OR WESTERN ISLAlTDt.— 

Attracted to Ibis airy steep 

Above the subject hills, 
Ocean, from his surroundhig deep 

The um oi Pico fills. 
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Thence gushing streams, unstinted, strajr 

To glad the mountain's side ; 
Or, winding through the vallies, gay, 

Through fields, and groves, and vinejards gUdy^ 
To him the plains their verdure owe 
Confessing what your smiles bestow. 
Thou Peak of the Azores. 

From day to day the unwearied sail 

Surveys your towering cone. 
And when th'adjacent prospects tail. 
And neighboring isles no more they hai|^ 

You meet the eye alone. 
Twice forty miles the exploring eye 

Discerns you o*er the waste. 
Now, a blue turret in the sky 

When not by mists embraced. 
Long may you stand, the friendly mark, 

To those who sail afar. 
The spot that guides the wandermg barque, 

A second polar star. 
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BACCHANALIAN DIALOGUE. 

WRITTEN 1803. 

.ArriTed at Madeira, the island of vioes, 
Where mountains and vallies abound, 

Whei^e the sun the mild juice of the cluster refines. 
To gladden the magical ground : ' 

As pensive I stray*d in her elegant shade, 

Noiv halting and now on the move. 
Old Bacchus 1 met, with a crown ou his head. 

In the darkest recess of a grove. 

I met him with awe, but no symptom of fear 
As I roved by his mountains and springs, 

When he said with a sneer, ** how dare you come 
here, ' 

You hater of despots and kings ? — 

Po you know that a prince, and a regent renown'd 

Presides in this island of wiue ? 
Whose fame on the earth lias encircled it rouud 

And spreads from tlie pole to the line ? 

Ha^te away with your barque : ou the foam of the 
main 
To Charlestffn I bid yon repair • 

P 
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There drink your Jamaica, that maddens the braio; 
You shdll ha^e no Madeira — I swear.*' 

*^ Dear Bacchus,'* (I ansvrpTed) for Bacchus it was 

That fipoke iu this racniciti*; tone : 
I knew by the smirk an 1 th'^ flush on his face 

It was Bacchus, and Bacchus alone— 

'* Dear Bacchus, (I answered) ah, why so severe ?— 
Since your nectar abundantly (lows. 

Allow m'^ one cargo— without it I fear 
^8ome people will soon come to blows : 

I left them in wrangles, disorder, and strife. 

Political feuds were so high, 
I was sick of theit quarrcLs and sick of my lifiBi, 

And almost requested to die." 

The deity smiling, replied, *' I relent :— 

For the sake of your comii^ so far. 
Here, taste of my choicest — go, tell them repent, 
^ And cease their political war. 

With the cargo I send, you may say, I intead 
To hush them to peace and repose ; 

With this present of mine, on the wings of Uie wioi 
Tou diall travel, and tell them, here goes 

A health to old Bacchus ! who sends them the ber^ 

Of the nectar his island affords, 
The soul of the fe-ast and the joy of the guest, 

T99 ^ooi Cor your mt^n^rclvs and lords. 



A BACCHANALTAN DIALOGUE. 17l 

^o rivals have I in this insular waste, 

AJone will I govern the isle 
With a king nt my feeti and a court to my taste, 

And all in the popular style. 

But a spirit there is in the order of things. 

To me it is perleclly plain, 
That ^vill strike at the sceptres of despots and kin(gs< 

And only JLiog Bacchus remain.** 



STANZAS, 



WritUn at the island of Madeira, on OufiM and un^ 
precedented torrenU of waiter nhick coikclcdfrom thA 
wwi^ntains on the ninth of October, 1803, and destroy' 
ad a considerable part of the city qfFunchalt drownet 
m vast i.wnher of people, janA damaged, to a great a 
numnt, several plantations and viUages in |M neigh 
hwhood. 

The rode attack, If none will tell. 
On Bacchus, in his favorite i«;le ; 
If ubne in verse describe it well, • 

If none assume a poet^s style 
These devjyjtations to (iisplay ; — 
Attend Afie, and perba^ 1 mv^r ^ 



172 PRENEAU'S POEMIK. 

To those who own thfi feeling heart 

This tragic scene I would present, 
jyo fiction, or the work of art. 
Nor merely for the fancy meant : 
Twas all a shade, a darkened scene. 
Old Noah*s deluge come again ! 

From bills beyond the clouds that soar, 

The vaults of heaven, the torrents rao. 
And rushing with resistless power, 
Assail'd the island of ttie sun : 
Fond nature saw the blasted vine. 
And secmM to sicken and repine* 

As skyward strcam'd the electric fire 

The heavens emblazed, or wrapt in ^loonl ; 
The clouds appear, the clouds retire 
And terror said, '* the time is come 
When all the groves, and hill, and plain 
Will sink to ocean*s bed again.*' 

The cheery god, who loves to smile 
And gladness to the heart bestows, 
Almost resolved to quit his isle, 
And in jim wonted passion rose ; 
He sought his caves in wild dismay 
Aud left the heavens to have their waj. 

\ 
« The whistling winds had ceased to blow ; 

Not oue, of all the aerial train— 

Ao gale to aid iliat night of wp 

J)i5turb'il the slumbers oiOlc nvaiia ; 
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In distant woods they silent slept ; 
Or, in the douds, the tempest kept. 

The bursting rains in seas descend, 
Machico* heard the distant roar. 
And lightnings, while the heavens they renj, 
Sh<vv'd ruin marching to the shore : 
Egyptian darkness brought her gloom 
And tear foreboded nature^s doom. 

Tlie heavens on fire, an ocean^s force 

Seized forests, vineyards, herds, and men. 
And swelling streams from every source 
Bailc ancient chaos come again : 
Through F.mchars\ road their courses held 
And ocean saw his waves repeird, 

III fated town ! — what works of pride 
In one shwt honr were swept away 1 
Huge pil 8 that time had long defy*d. 
In ruthless ruin scattf r*d lay : 

Some buried in the opening deep — 
With crowds dismissed to endless sleep^^ 

From her fond arms the daughter toni. 
The mother saw destruction near ; 

Both on the whirling surge were borne, 
Foi^ettul of the farewell tear : 



*■ A distant village on tUe ielsLivd. 
f The capital to^^ u of IKc Vdaiv^ 
P 2 
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At distance torn, with feeble cries. 
Far from her arms the iDfaDt dies. 

Her dear delight, her darling boy 

In mora of days and davrning bloom. 
This opening bud of promised Joy 
Too early found a watery tomb. 
Or iBoatcd on the briny waste ; 
No more beloved, no more embraced. 

From heights immense, with force unknown.. 

Enormous rocks and mangled trees 
Were headlong hurPd and hurrying down« 
Fix*d their foundation in the seas ! 
Or, rushing with a mountain*s weight, 
Hurl'd to the deeps their domes of state. 

On heaven intent the affrighted pilest ' 

Where church was left, to churches ran. 
With suppliant Voice the skies addrest. 
And waird the wickedness of man : 
For which he thought, this scourge was meast« 
And, weeping, said, repent, repent I 

But Santa Clara's lofty walls. 

Where pines through life the pious Dun« 
Whose prison to the mind recalls 
What superstition's power has done : 
No conquest there the floods essay'dU 
Religion guarded man and maid. 



WRITTEN AT MADEIRA. IT* 

WJiat seemed beyond the cannoirs povrer. 

The malls of rock, wore torn airay ; 
To ruin sunk the church and tower. 
And no respect the flood would pay 
To silver saints, or saints of f^ood. 
The bishop's cap, the friar's hood. 

Hard was their fate ! more happy thou 

The lady of the mountain tall ;* 
When desolation raged below 

She stood secure, and scornM it all, 
Where ooRDON.f for retirement, chosen 
His groTes, his gardens, and the muse. 

Who on this valley's drowning bed 

Would plan a street, or build again. 
Unthinking as the Brazen head| 
For wretches builds a source of pain, 
A church, a street, that soon or late 
May share the same, or a worse fate« 

Let some vast bridge assume their p]ac« 
Like those the romans raised of old, 
With arches, firm as nature's base. 
Of architecture grand and bold ; 
So will the existing race engage 
The thanks of a succeeding age. 

Nofsa Senyora da Montana, a fiue church on a high en\ir 

» in the mountains 

A respectable gentleman of the island. 

A rocky promontory a few miles eatStwrcd ^1 VJtft «k^*S^ 
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Pontinia* ioiJ.r must wrar tin* marks 
Ortliis wide \va»;ting si'cneof ivo, 
Whrrc near Ihc Loo, the tar t-iiibarks 

When prosperous winiU, to Mail hiio, blow : 
Tlu^sc ravages may time ropuir, 
But lie and 1 will not bi^ there. 

*^ Tho western q'jnrlpr, near the* I^oc; fort, wlicre Is the onlj 
Ciigi'vlo place ol'luudiii^. 

GENERAL NOTE. 

From the best accounts that could be procured at Madrlra, 
tliiTO piTishod in and near ttie city of rnnohnl, live hundred aud 
fifty |>ei"son3. The ravages wore chielly ooniineii to the eaBterD 
parts of the town where the loss was irnimnsc in bridges, homes, 
streets and other property, public as well as private — there was 
one nia;;ni::ccnt ehurch totally destroyed, standing near the sea, 
and called in the portuguese tonj^ne, Nossa Senyora da Caillou, 
(^lady ofthebcaohj besides tliis, there were live handsome chapel* 
carried away. l''ive v<»ry conrfiderabli* streets with their inmieiife 
•tone buildings have imtirely disappeared, or but some intiisiiificailt 
parts reinniniug Tlie water rose in a s!iort space of tiuie from 
14 to 16 feet in the adjacent parts of the city, and bursting into 
the buildings, where it ilid not jnuch injure tlie latter, it grcatiy 
damaged the mercantile property lodi^t.'d th-.-rein. There wew 
about two hundred persons supposed to be lost irv other parts of 
the island, particularly in the villages, and small towns. The 
following circumstance, it was asserted, added not a little to the 
devastations occ.isioned by the accumulation of water in the val- 
lies. Tho governor, with several other considerable landholders 
in the monnLiiiis, had, for several ycaas liack, been in the practice 
of ereitiug stone dani.^ across the vast and spacious valley aliov^^ 
the city, at different intervals of distanc;' for the purpose of wa- 
tering tlie adjacent ground', or leadhig off streams in a variety of 
directions — when the immense body of rain fell in October last, 
all thiggavc way, and carried deavU and d^iATO!rt.vwxtllc^cwith. 
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ON THE 



PEAK OF TENERIFFE, 1804. 



tfo mean, do human lartist laid 

The base of this prodigious pile. 
The towering peak — ^but natui'e sai^ 
Let this adorn Tenaria*s isle ; 
And be oij work for ages found 
The polar star to islands round. 

JThe conic-point that meets the skiei 

Indtibted to volcanic fire, 
First from the ocean bid to rise. 
To heaven was suffered to aspire ; 
But man, ambitious, did not <lare 
To plant one habitation there : 

For torrents from the mountain came ; 

Wliat molten floods were seen to glow I 
Expanded sheets of vivid flame. 
To inundate the world below ! 
These, older than the historian's page 
Once brllowM forth vext nature's rage. 

In ages past, as may again, 
Bucb law from those rid|;esRm> 
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And liastoning to the astonish'd main 
Exposed earth's entrails to the sun ; 
These, barren, once, n* glected, dead* 
Are now with groves and pastures spread. 

If pon the verdant, scented lawn 

The flowers a thousand sweets disperse. 
And pictures, tJierc, by nature drawn. 
Inspire some island poet's verse. 
While streams through every valley rovt 
To bless the garden, grace the grove. 

To blast a scene above all praise 

Should fate, at last, be so severe. 
May this not hap' in julia's* days, — 

While BARREY* dwells all honor'd, here : 
While LITTLE* lives, of generous miad. 
Or ARMSTRONG,* social as refined.— ^ 



* A lady, and gentlemen of the first respectability, then reti' 
ding at Santa Cruz, can Christoval de Lagana, and Port Oratara 
m the island of Teoeriffe 



kf 



( 1^9 ) 



ANSWER 



a cord of invitation to visit a nunvery at Garrickica, 
on the north side qf Teneriffe. 



It came to hand, your friendly card, 
No doubt, a token of r^ard ; 
But time is short, and I must leave 
Your pensive town of Oi-atave, 
And, soon departing, well you know. 
Have many a weary mile to go. 

Then stay and sip canary wines. 
While I return to oaks and pines. 
To rail at kings, or court the muse. 
To «moke a pipe, or turn recluse, 
To think upon adventures past 
To think of what must come at last — 
To drive the qnill— and-^-lo be brief^ 
To think no more of Teaerifie. — 

How happy you who once a week^ 
Can storm a fort at Garrichiqne, 
Or talk, familiar with the nuns 
Secluded there with Levi's sons ; 
To see them smile, or hear them prate* 
Or chant, and cliat behind the grate ! 
All tliis is heavrn. 1 half suspect, 
And who would sv.r.h aho^'^^Tivi^^^^v'X 



\ 
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All I can say is what I mean, 
May you embrace each Iphigene, 
And hog and kiss them all the while. 
These fair Caiypsoes of the isle : 
Then if what Sappho said, be tnie, 
Blest as the immortal gods are yoQ. 

For me, not favor'd so by fate, 
I venture not behind the grate : 
There dragons guard the golden fleece. 
And njrm^rfis immured find no release i 
Forbidden fruit you weekly see. 
Forbidden fruit on every tree. 
Where he who tastes, may look forstri^ 
Where be who touches ventures life. 
The jealous priests, with threatenug eye 
Look hard at all i^proaching nigh ; 
The monks have charge of brittle ware« 
The friar bids you have a care ; 
That they alone the fruit may eat 
That fills religion's last retreat : 
The mother abbess looks as soiir*d 
As if you had the fruit devoured, 
And bids the stranger kaste (nva^,-— 
Not rich enough for fruit to pay. 

How much unlike, our western fiur. 
Who breathe the sweets of freedom's air« 
Go where they please, do what they will, 
Themselves are their own guardians ttiH :— 
1^ Then come, and on our distant shore 

i' JSonae blooming ruroX n^m^Vi ^dore ; ■ 
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And do not make the day remote, 
For time advances, quick as thought, 
Wh.^n thus some grave rebuke will saj 
Whi^^ II you approach the maiden gay : 

* Y(>:i <hoiild have coiirted in your prime^ 
' Our Anastasia*s, at that time 

* Wh('n blood ran quick, and Hymen said, 

* Colin ! my laws must be obeyed.' 

Your card to slight, I'm much distrest, 
Tour can! has robb*d me of my rest : 
Should I attempt the nuns to accost 
The priests roigiit growl, and all bf> lost-t 
Mj cash might tail me when to pay ; 
No chance, perhaps, to run away ;'— 
So, I decline the needless task 
Return to Charleston, witli the cask 
Of wine, yon send from Teneriffe, 
To glad some hearts, and dry up grief.' 

I add, some dangerous neighbors here 
May disappoint my hopes I fear ; 
The breakers near the vessel roll ; 
The lee-ward shore, the rocky shoal ! 
The whitening seas that constant la? e 
The craggy strand of Oratave ; 
The expected galo, the adjacent rock 
Each moment tlireatens all our stock. 
And Neptune, in his giant cup 
Siands lurking near, to gulp it up. 
But here's a health to Neptune's sons 
Who man the yard— nor dream oK wwtB. 

a 



{ 182 ) 



6iff 



IkENIORA JULIA, 



LSAVIKO A DANCE, VNDER PRETENCB OF DKOWSIirm 

She, at the soiil enliveDiDg, ball. 
And in the lamp illnitiincd hall 

But small amusement found ; 
She shunn*d the cards* bewitching plaj^ > 
^he shunnM the noisy and the gay, 

JVor cared for music's sound. 

No nymph discovered so much spleen. 
Was so reserred as Julia, seen 

On that enchanting night : 
And yet she had her part to say 
When young Almagro shared the play, 

Then cards were her delight. 

But he retired, ain)(i the dance ; 

He heard, he said, of news from France, 

And of a serious cast : 
He wish'd to know beyond all doubt, - 
What Bonaparte was xnyyr about, » 

How long his sway would last. 
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Then, Julia made a good retreat. 
But letl the assembly incomplete ; 

She was with sleep oppressM.— 
Who shall the midnight dance prolong 
Who lead the minuet, raise the song 

Where Julia is no guest ? 

Tet, love declared her judgment ri^it, 
And whisperM, when she bade good ni^ 

And feign*d an aching head, 
'* While some retreat and some advance^ 
Let them enjoy the festive dance. 

You, Julia, go to bed." 



LINES ON 



JENIORA JULIA, OP PORT ORATAVE, 



AdornM with every charm that beauty gives^ 
That nature lends, or female kind receives. 
Good sense and virtue on each feature shine ; 
She is — she is not — yes, she is divine. 
She speaks, she moves with all attracting grace, 
And smiles display the angel on the face ; 
Her aspect aP, what female would not <;hare ? 
What youth but worship, with il vaw^ %o toe "^^ 
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In this famed isJe, the clouiI-capp*d Tener\ffe, 
Wtiere health abounds and languor finds relief; 
III tiii» bright Isle, when Julia treads the plain. 
What rapture fires the bosom of the swain. 
At iier approach, the breast untaught to glow. 
Like the vast peak, retains eternal snow. 
Fef Is not the first, best ardors of the mind ; 
Respect and awe, to love and friendship joinM. 

When to Laguna^s* heights she deigns to stray, 
•To myrtle bowers, aod gardens ever gay. 
Where spring eternal on the fragrant grove 
Breathes the bright scenes of harmony .ind love ; 
All eyes, attracted, by her graceful mein 
Tiew her, the unrivallM favorite of the green. 
And when, too soon, she would the garden leave^ 
flee Paradise forsakeu by its Eve. 

Return, bright nymph, attractive as adro ved, 
And be what Plato from your sex required ; 
Mild as your clime, that rarely knows a storm, 
i%e argelic nature in aJ^emaU iottn. 
Canary*s f towns their splendid halls prepare. 
But all is dark, when Julia is not there. 
Not Oratava, on the sea-beat shore, 
In her gay circles finds one Julia more, 
Not high I Lavelia boasts so sweet a face ; 
Not Garrachica could yourself replace ; 

* Ad aDcient town once the capital. Four miles from the tea 
f Caoaiyf a large iisland, soutU eastward of Tencrifle. 
^Aa oU dty in ihm moaQtaiai. 
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Not old Laguna can supply your loss. 
Nor yet the city of the holy-cross.J 

^Vherc love and passion, from the vrorld con- 
ceal'd : 
Devotion's ivinter has to frost congealM : 
Yet beauty, there, adoras the brilliant dome. 
Invites her loves, and bids her votaries rome; 
Fair Santa-Cruz her beauty, too, commands, 
And, was but Julia there, unrivstlPd stands. 

Flushed witli the blessings of the generous vine, 
The island bards, to honor you, combine; 
'J'he stranger guest, all tongues, when you appear, 
(.Confess you, lovely, charming, all things dear ; 
Among the rest, accept ray homely lay, 
The last respect I can to Julia pay : 
A difiercnt subject soon my verse awaits, 
t:onten<liDg powers, or disunited states y 
Yd shall remembrance renovate the past. 
And, when you die, your name unCauiing last : 
Though mists obscure, or oceans round me swell. 
To the deep seas I go, the world to tell 
I'hat Julia, foremost, does this isle engage. 
And moves the first, blight venus of my page. 

Sunta Crn7, tlie c?pltil y on llie south east quarter of the island 
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ON A 



RURAL NYMPH, 

Descending from one of the Madeira mnuntains, mth 
bundle of fuel wood^ on her head. 



^\K miles, and more, with nimble foot 
She came from some seqnestred spot, 
A handsome, swarthy, rustic maid 
With furze and fern, upon her head : 
17i«* burthen hid a bonnet blue. 
The onlf hat, perhaps, she knew. 
No slippers on her teet were seen ; 
Yet every step displayed a mein 
As if she might in courts appear. 
Though placed by wayward fcNrtune here. 

An english man, who saw her, said. 
Your burthen is too heavy laid, 
Dear girl your lot is rather hard. 
And, after all, a poor reward : 
This is not labor suiting you. 
Come with me home to England go« 
And you shall have a coach and fofur, 
4 Bilken gowQ — and solaeVto!?,w<>w^ 
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' Disturb me not (the girl replied) 

* I choose to walk — let others ride : 

' I would not leave yond* mggcd hill 

* To have your London at my will— 

* You are too great for such as I ■* 
When thus the briton made reply : 

' Had I but thirty years to spare 

* And ybu precisely what you are, 

* Had seen you thirty years ago 
' In style of Hying, high or low, 

' You should have been a lady gay, 
' And dizzenM out as fine as May : 

* Why stay you here, to face the sub, 

* And drudging till the day is done, 
' Willie little to the purse it brings 
*But little store of little things?' 

She said, * before the sun was up 

* I finish*d with my chocolate cup : 

* A hank of yam I fairly spun, 

^ And, when the hank of yam was done, 
' To have a hre, and cook our mess 

* I traveird yonder wilderness ; 

* I climb*d a mountain very tall, 

* Unwearied, and without a &II, 

* And gathered up this little pack 

* Which now you see me carrying back ;— 
' Your northern girls at this might laugh, 

* But such a jaunt would kill them half— <— 
^ Disturb me not, I must go on ; 

' Ten minutes, whilellsVi^^x^^waa* — 
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If she grew rich by hanks of yam^ 
Is more than we shall ever learn ; 
If* thrive she did by climbing hills. 
No history or tradition tells ; 
But this we know, and this we say. 
That where a despot holds the sway. 
To pay the tax of king and queen 
Tiie common herd are poor and mean. 
The slaves of'lonls the slaves of priests, 
And nearly saddled, like the beasts.— 
Wherr* liberty erects her reign 
. Dvrcjna would have had her swain, 
. -- TVith horse and cow — which she had not. 
Nor ever to -possess them tliought : 
She wouhi have ha.d,1o save her feet, 
A pair of shoes and suit complete. 
A decent dress, a^id not of cags, 
A state above the rank of hags j 
A language it not over ^\\es 
At least above the beggar's whine. 
Yet such attend on fortune's frowns. 
And such support the pride of crow iv*:. 
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ON THE PROSPECT OP WAR, 

AND 

AMERICAN WRONGS. 

. AmericaDs ! rouse at the rumors of war, 

Which now are distracting the hearts of the natioD, 
A flame bloving up, to extinguish your power 

And leave you, a prey, to another invasion ; 
A second invasion, as bad as the old, 

When, northward or southward, wherever they 
stroird. 
With heart and with hand, a murdering band 

Of vagrants, came over to ravage your land : 
For liberty's guard, you are ever array*d 
And know how to fight, in the sun or the shade. 

Remember the cause that imluced yop to rise 
When oppression advanced, with her king-making 
host, 
Twas the cause of our nation that bade you despise 
And drive to destruction all England's proud host. 
Who, with musket and sword, under men they adored, 
Rush'd into each village and rifled each shade 
To murder the planter, and ravish the maid. 

VOL. If. B 
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7hat though joii arose, and resolved to be fret^ 
With spirit to humble all Europe combining. 

Ton had soon bit the dust or been drown*d in tbe Ma 
By the slaves of a king, and a court all desigoiof^ 

Had not liberty swore she vronid cover yonr Aore, 
Her colors display'd, and with vengeance repaid 

Th«* myriads that came from a blood-thirsty Isle 

Oar groves, and our streams, and our beds to defile; 

Onr chnrches defaced, by a merciless foe, 

Or made the poor captive's dlstress'd btbitatkNi r 

Thf- prison-ship, frang^ with its cargo of wo« 
Where thousands were starved, without ahftme 
or compassion ; 

All these, and yet more, were the evils we botv 
From a motkerli^ dam^>, GreaX Britain her mune. 

From a nation, that once we accounted our friends^ 

Who would shackle the coiintr) , (hat freedom deftof 

All true-bom americans ! johi, as of oM ; 

For freedom's defence, be your fii ra resolution 
Whoever invades you by force, or with gold. 

Alike is a foe to a free con<;titution r 
Unite to pull flown that imposture, a crown ; 

Oppose it at least, tis a mark oftke beatt : 
All tyranny's engines again arc at work 
To make you as poor and va base as the turk^ 

Abandon'd to all the intrigues of a knave, 
yibounding witti sharpers of every dl^scr^i 
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•OTbey would plunder our towns, and profaibit G» 
wave ; 
Their treaties of commerce are all a dee^ptioff : 
Not a ship do we send but tbey rob widnot end ; 
With their law of blockade they baT« min'd ob^ 
trade ; 
The shops ef mechanics at midni^t they bum 
TluX home manu&ctnres maj cease to be worn. 

Look round the wide world ; and obsenre with a figjh, 

Whereyer a monarch presides o'er a nation, 
Sweet nature appears with a tear in her eye. 

And the mantle of sorrow enshrouds the creation. 
'The ocean is chaia*d, alt freedom restrain'd. 

The soil isresign*dto the pests of mankind. 
To royals and nobles, the guard of the throne, ' 
Jjid the slayes they have bribedt to make freedom 
' their own. 

All hail to the nation, immortal and great. 
Who, rising on bold philosophical pinioD, 

lleforms, and enlig;btens, and strengtliens the state, 
Not places her weal In excess of dominion. 

What reason can do she intends to pursue ; 
And true to the plan, on which she begaa. 

Will the Tohmie unibid she to freedom assign'ct, . 

Till tyrants are chased from the sight of nfmnklnd. 

Sinee the day we declared, they were matters Be 
more, 
Tbe day we arose (irom the cotonsf 9Uaie% 
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Has Englaad attacked us, by sea and by shore« 
In war by the sword, as in peace by Texatioo ; 

Impressment they claimM, till oar seamen, ashamed) 
Grew sick of our flag, tiiat against the old hag 

Of Britain, no longer their freedom protected 

But left them, like slaves, to be Iash*d and corrected. 

Okl Rome, that in darkness so long had been lofti» 

Since on her republic bright freedom was shiniog : 
The warmth of her spirit congealM in a frost. 

Under tyrants and popes, many centuries, pining : 
At the closr. of the page, who can bridle bis rage 
To see her return to the fetters she broke. 
When tyranny sickened, and liberty spoke : 
What an image of clay have they thrown in her way i 
The king aud the pnf st on her carcass will feast ; 
^Vhen these are allied, the world they divide ; 
The nations they plimder, the nations they kill. 
And bend all the force of the miod to their will : 
Not tne spirit to ri<;e, or the strength to command. 
But briars and monks — and the scum of the land. — 
No more of your Aero's or Carrara complain. 
Leave Brutus and Cato^ aud take them again. 

• 

But reason, that sun, whose unquenchable ray 
Progressive, has dawn'd on the night of the min^ 

From the sonrce of all good, may hereatler display. 
And man a more dignified character find : 
As far as exami)]e and vigor can go. 
As long as forbearance and patience will do. 
The western republic will carry it througH-^; 
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jjlajr order and peace through the Dations increi^, 
And murder, and plunder, and tyraonj cease : 
Jfaj justice aad honor through empures prefail 
▲ud all the bad passions ireigh light in the scale, 
Till man i| the being that nature at first 
Placed hare, to be happy, and not to be cursed. 

Approaching, at hand, in the progress oftimey 
An era will cooEie, to begin its career, 

When freedom reviying, and man in his primet 
Hif rig^ will assert, and nuuntain without fear 

Of that conning bold race, who our species Ss' 
gn^e; 

Ad the blood of a nation who make calcolatioo 

.To rise into splendorand fill a higb station ; 

Na/, climb to the throne on a ? illanous plan 

1W plunder Ui sobstaoect aBd ^wople on ODESSD. 



Bl 
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THE 



MUSICAL SAVAGE. 

Supposed to express^ to the miLsician, the extaiic emo- 
tions of a missoturiindian^ cnhisjint hearing tki 
fnnlin played, or band of music, that accompanied cap> 
tain LEWIS on hisespedUion to the Qtbanbia-River, 

** A god resides within that shell — 
IV ho taught it how to sing so well ? 
And such apleasijig story tell ? 

*' The heavens unclose — a Toice I heai-> 
The Toijce of joj, the voice of fear ; 
Moneeto,* with his mnsic, near, 

•* It brings a battle to my eye- 
It makes ofie laugh — it makes roe cry — 
It bids me rave, I kuow not why. 

♦* You are my fineiid, you are my foe — 
If longer you enrage me so, 
You fall a victim to my bow. 

** Whose tracks are these ? — a warrior cliief 
And does he come to give me grief! 
Why do I fear thefaUing Uftf ? 

^ The common name for the Sa^TCiDfe ^vb^^ «nvow2,>Jafc^rtM 
3od aorihem /ndian?<. 



MUSICAL SAVAGE. U 

♦* The nerves of twenty brace my limbs— 
The ice of death around me swims-— 
The tear of wo my eye be-dimms. 

** Who burnt our towns 7 the nod 08age,t 
Go, bring his scalp — ^the batUe wager— 
A thousand moons caUn not my rage. 

" The prisoner seized ! — all Tei^;eance take \ 

DO. ! release him from the stake—- 
Put out the fire ! his fetters break ! 

** Rucana, come ! I doat once more — 
Your bosom, with yourself, restore — 

1 never miss'd you so before ! 

'* I scorch in flames till you arrive : 
Give me your hand — ^your kisses give •! 
For you I bum— for you I Hve. 

'* Now strike up valor from the string 
1 aim the dart— I whirl the sling, 
And now upon a tiger spring. 

** The shivering blood my heart forsaken, 
Through every vein an agii^ shakes 
When to the gad the spirit speaks ! 

** My soul revives ! the feast prepare ! 
The stranger shall our ven'sou share— 
My doom is fixt — ^my heaven is near ! 

he Oezgea are a very powerful noAlow ol \Tv8aas», \x^^^>s 
\ reziooj far to the westward, on X\v« Tvot^^x ^vA \«^^ 
rnieose river called the MUpomA. 
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'* The warrior's ghost ! — I bade hfan 
His angry visage meets my eye— 
On lightnings lirom his dart I fly ! 

•« He has me fast!— my fears retire ! 
If doom*d in tortnres to expire 
My soul disdains bis tiottest fire. 



'* Unmoved I see the kindled pi1e~ 
Come, tyrant, please yourself awliile : 
I meet your torments with a smile* 

" A wild delusion turns my brain. 
All pleasure now, and now all paio, 
I U?e, I die, 1 live ag^in ! 

'* Ostranger ! make me not so glad^ 
O christian ! make me not so sad : 
Ton may be kiird, if I go mad,'* 



EPITAPH 

ON A WORTHY PERSON, WH08B QECEA8X CtOSBD A l|pi»fBJ 
or FORTUNE AND AUSFORTUNB IN HIS Mh TEAR. 

Within this silent, lonely grave 

With kindred earth my dust reoiains, 
Nor dreads the chill of northern blasts, 
Or stormj wind8> w dsV^to^wte*. 



EPITAPH, 17 

Sone firieiklly eye, that views this ground, 

O read ! and drop a tender tear ; 
A stranger, through the world I pass'd, 

But found its best retirenoent here. 

When, midst the changeful scenes of life, 
I irander'd through the dreary gloom 

All fortune's frowns and smiles I try*d. 
And her last frown decreed a tomh. 

But hush ! the world I must forget, 
Forget misfortune, Ibes, and friends ; 

The mmd to brighter regions soars, 
And acts and thinks for nobler ends. 



TO THE MEMORY OF 

THE LATE JSDANUS BURKE, ESQ, 

of South-iMrolma, 

Quiesco — ubi saeva indignatio, 
Ulterius cor lacerare nequit ! 

\ land enslaved, his generous heart disdain'd 
Which tyrants fetter'd, and where tyrants reign*d -, 
Disgusted there, he left the hibemian shore 
The laws that bound him, and the isle that bore. 




fRENEAU'S FOEM^ 

Bold, open, free, be call'd the worU bis 
Prclerr'd our neir republks to a tbrooa ; 
Aim lent his aid iheir iiwulU to rr pay, 
Kepel lbs britoiu, sod ta win the day. 

Jn every srtofiaMlet; Dutaiigbt, 
Be spoke no more, tban " juM the thing I 
For justiCF irann, he spum'd. witb just ij 
The meui evaiioQ, aadthe lair's cJiicaoe 

Burke '. to Qky diade we pay this lart adi 
And only ny what all. wlio kneir, omfei 
Tour virtuea were not ol'the milder kind. 
But riigg«d inuepenuence ruled yoiir mii 
And, Btera in all that biods to honor's cat 
No interest sway'd you to decot ber lav 

Then rest in peace, the portioo of tbe Ju 
Wlwre Carolina guards your bonor'd dus 
Seneath a tree, remote, obscnre, you tic 
But all the litter Tirtuei, round you, \ret 
Your native wurlii, no tongue, nn time ai 
That last memorial, and tbe bext remain 



( w ) 



VEITTUI 



^T POtLAR-HlLt.— PENNilTLVANIA- 



Aitived at Poplar^hill 

A mansion strikes the eye. 
Where health and pleasure dir e1l« 

LoTe« peace, and harmonj : 
Though distant from the Tieir, 

Fond fancy brings it near. 
Since, pensive Sussan, yon 

▲re gone to inhabit there. 

New at her ginning wheel ; 

And now I see her stray 
Where willows half conceal 

My wonted, well known, way* 
How happy shall he be. 

More blest than on a throne^ 
To whom the heavens decree 

That mansion for his own. 

Iter gardens form*d with care* 
From this enchanting hei^b^ 

H( r t"f --s, so fresh and fair. 
Are objects of deli^lit i 
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ManhaUcm^s happy vales 
Not so allure my heart ; 

And all description fails, 
A likeness to impart. 

Yond' hills, unknown to &iiie. 

Their streams that never cease, 
The meadows all proclaim 

The golden age of peace. 
Let others rore at will 

More splendid scenes to sef. 
The Tiew from Poplar-hill 

Shall be the rlew for me. 



ON THE 

SYMPTOMS OF HOSTILITl ES. 
—1809— 

But will they once more be engaged in a war. 

Be fated to discord again ? 
A peace to the nations will nothing restore 
But the challenge of death and a deluge of gore i 

A modem crusade 

Is undoubtedly made : — 
With treaties rejected, and treaties renew'd, 
4 perauLoeot treaty they nerer conclude. 



SYMPTOMS OF HOSTiLlTlES. 21 

And who is to blame ? we submissively ask — 
Did nature predestine this curse to mankind ; 

Or is it the cruel detestable task 
That tyrants impose, with their minions combined ? 

We are anxious to know 

The source of our wo 
In a world, where the blessings of nature abound 
Why discord, the bane of her blessings, is found. 

Must our freedom, our labonc, our commerce, our all 

Be tamely surrender^, to tyrantf convey'd ; 
Must the flag of the country disgi'acefully fall, 
To be torn by the dogs of the slaughtering trade ? 
Does no one reply. 
With a tear in his eye, 
It must be the case, if we do not resent 

'■I 

What mouarchs hare menaced and tyranny meant. 

Not a ship, or a barque, that departs from the shore 
But her cargo is plunder'd, her sailors are slain. 
Or arriving in England, we see them no more. 
Condemned in the court of deceit and chicane, 
Where their wicked decrees 
And their costs and their fees 
Have ruined the merchant — mechanics half fed. 
And sailors uncaptured are begging their bread. 

To reason with tyrantsi is surely absurd j 
To argue with them is to preach to the deaf: 

They argue alone by the length of the sword ; 
Their honor the same as the word of a thief. 



^ FRBNEAU'9 POKMSL 

la luch to confide 

Wbeii a cause thej decide, 
Is the wolf and the lamb (if the tale we recall) 
Wbero the weakest and meekest must go to the w» 

But aD englishman's throat is expanded so wide 

Not the ocean itself is a mess fiir his maw : 
Jknd missions there are, and a scoundrel employM 
1*0 divide, and to rule bj the ,ftorenline 
New-England mqst join 
In the knavish design, 
jks some have predicted to those who belfere * 
-^Tlie event is at hand — ^may the devil deceive '€ir 



i' 



With an empire at sea and an empire on land. 
And the sy^em projected, monopolization, 
' The meiUm rep^lic no longer will stand 
Than answers the views of a desperate natioo. 
Who have shackled the east. 
Made the pative a beast. 
And are scheming to give a»— the matter Is dear* 
vA man of their own for the pviesideiit*t chair. 

Then arouse from your fhunben, ye men of ik 
west, 

Akeady the Indian his hatchet displays ; 

Ohio's frontier, and Kentucky distrest ; 

The village, and cottage, are both in a lA^tm >^ 

Then Indian and ei^lish 

No longer distinguish, 

* Nicbohai Machiavel*8 maxim, divuie et itnpera ; dtvUe a^ 
zpyan. He w« a nalive of F\onsKr, \a V\.«&!f 



SYMPTOMS OP HOSTILITIES. ^ 

Tiiey bribe, and are bribed, for a irarfare accurst ; 
Of the two, we can hardJy describe which is wont. 

lo the court of icing Hog was a council convened, 

In which tliey agreeA we are growing too strong i 
They snuffled and grunted, and loudly complained 
llie sceptre would fall, if they suffered it loi^ f 
To cut up our trail 
Was an object, they said. 
The nearest and deai«st of all in their view ; 
Not a fish should be caught if old England said, No I 

Then arouse from your slumbers, ye men of the. 
west, 
A war is appro^chhig, there's room to suppose > 
The rust on your guns we abhor and detest, 
So brighten them up— we are coming to blows. 
With the queen of the ocean 
The prop if devotion^ 
"Rk bulwark of all that is truly divine { 
A motto she often has put on her sigip. 
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LINES 



ADDRESSED TO MR. JEFFERSON, 

Bn his retirement from the presidency of the Uwid 

iSte<«|.— 1809. 

Pnescnti tibi maturos largiinur honores — hob. 

To yoUj great sir, our heartfelt praise ne givCf 
jtnd jfour ripe honors yield you—fohile you Hve, 

At length the year, which marks bis course, ex- 
pires. 
And JSFFERS0I7 fVom public life retires ; 
That year, the close of years, which own bis c1aiiD» 
And give him all his honors, all his fame. 
Far in the heaven of fame I see him fly. 
Safe in the realms of immortality : 
On EquAL WORTH his lionorM mantle falls, 
Hkm, whom Columbia her true patriot c^lls ; 
Him, whom we saw her codes of freedom plan« 
To none inferior ir. the ranks of man. 

When to the helm of state your country callM 
No danger awed you and no fear appallM ; 
JEach bosom, faithful to its country*s claim, 
JffaiI'd j£FPj?RS05,that\ou^a.ip^\^wC^^^^?wnc ; 



MR. JEFFERSOJ^. :» 

AWf tben, was dark, and wrongs on wrongs aceraed 
Our treasures wasted, and our strength subdued ; 
What seven long years of war and blood had gained. 
Was lost, abandon*d, squander'd, or restraint : 
Britannia*s tools had schemed theh* easier waj» 
To conquer, ruiOr pillage, or betray ; 
Domestic traitors, with exotic, join*d, 
1*0 sliackle this last refuge of mankind ; 
Wars were provoked, and franob was made our foe* 
That George*s race might govern all below, 
O^er this wide world, wicbeck'd, unbounded, reign » 
Seize every clime, and subjugate the main. 

All this was seen— and rising in your might, 
By genius aided, you reclaimed our right, 
That RIGHT, which conquest, arms, and valor gave 
To this young nation — ^not to live a slave. 

And what but toil has your loi^ service seen ? 
Dark tempests gathering o*er a sky serene-^ 
For wearied years no mines of wealth can pay. 
No fame, nor all the plaudits of that day. 
Which now returns you to your rural shade. 
The sage's heaven, for contemplation made^ 
Who, like the Romaic, in their country's caoi^ 
Exert their valor, or enforce its laws, 
And late retiring, eyery wrong redressM, 
Give their last days to solitude and rest. 

This great reward a generous nation yieldj^ 
Bjsorrt attends you to your native fielA ; 

C2 
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Their grateful Uiaiiks for CFcry service done, 
And hope, your thorny race of care is run. 

From your sage counsels what effects arise ! 
The Feogeiiil briton from our waters flies ; 
His thundering ships no more our coasts assail. 
But seize the advantage of the western gale. 
Though bold and bloody, warlike, proud, and fierei , 
They sliun your vengeance for a mdrocreb peakci 
And starved, dejected, on some meagre shore* 
Sigh for the country they shall rule no more. 

Long in the councils of your native land. 
We saw you cool, unchanged, intrepid, stand ; 
When the firm congress, still too firm to yield* 
Stayed masters of the long contested field. 
Your wisdom aided, what their counsels framed— 
By you the muideriug savages were tamed — 
That INDEPENDENCE wc had sworn to gain. 
By you asserted (nor declared in vain) 
We seized, triumphuut, from a tyrants throne. 
And Britain totter*d when the work was done. 

You, when an angry faction vcx*d the age. 
Rose to your place at once, and check'd their rage ; 
The envenom'd sfiafts of malice you defied. 

And tum*d all projects of revolt aside : 

We saw yon libel rd by the worst qftneHf 

While hell's red lamp hung quivering o*er his pen. 

And fiends congenial every effoit try 

To bktst tiiat merit which shall never dk — 



>IR. JEFFERSON. Z7 

These had their hour, and traitors winged their 
flight. 
To aid the screechings of distracted night. 

Vain urere their hopes — the poisoned darts of hell, 
Glanced from your flinty shield, and harmless fell. 

All this you bore — beyond it all you rose, 
^or ask'd despotic lams to crush your foes. 
"M'lXA was your language, temperate though severe ', 
And not less potent than ithueiel's spear 
To touch the infernals in their loathsome guise, 
Confound their slanders and detect their lies. 

All this you braved — and, now, what task re^ 
mauis. 
But silent walks on solitary plains : 
To bid the vast luxuriant harvest grow. 
The slave be floppy and secured from w o 
To illume the statesmen of the times to come 
Witli the boki spirit of primeval Roine ; 
To taste the joys your long tried service brings, 
And look, with pity, on the cares of kings i 
Whether, with nkwton, yeu the heavens explore;,) 
And trace through nature the creating power» 
Or, if with morals you reform the age, 
(Alike, in all, the patriot and the sage) 
May peace and sott repose, attend yon, still, 
III the lone vale, or on the cloud-capp'd hill. 
While smiling plenty decks the abundant phdn, 
And hails astrea to tlie world again. 



^ 
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STANZAS 

•N" TBB DECEASE OF THOMAS PAINE, WHO DIED AT SEW- 
TOUK, ON THE 8tH OF JUNE, 1809. 



Princes and kings decay and die 

And, instant, rise again : 
Bot this is not the case, trust me. 

With men like thomas paine. 

In vain the democratic host 

His eqiuil would attain : 
For years to come they will not boast 

A second Thpinas Paine. 

Though many may his name assome ; 

Assumption is in vain ; 
For every man has not his plume—- 

Whose name is Thomas Paine, 

Thon^ beaven bestow'd on all its sons 
Their proper share of brain. 

It gives to few, ye sun pie oes^ 
The mind of Thomas Paine. 

To tjrgatt and the tyrant crew^ 
lodoed, he was the b«iic v 



THOMAS PAINE. 

Mo vrrit, and gave them all ibeir due. 
And signed it,— THOMAS PAINE. 

Oh ! how ffe loved to see him write 
And curb the race of Cain ! 

They hope and wish that Thomas P-r- 
May never rise again. 

What idle hopes ! — yes^-such a maa 
May yet appear again. 

When thei/ are dead, they die for aye ; 
— Not so with Thomas Pame. 



THE BLASTS OF NOVEMBER; 



Oecationed by a fatal accident on the SMitm^ 



I saw a barque, on Hudson's wave that flies, 
Tield to the blast, that rends the autumnal skies; 
As from the shore she took her dangerous way 
Rude g1oom*d the sky, and blustering was tiie daj. 
With pain I saw the shivering sail depart. 
The blast, too powerful, roock*d tlie st^rsman's art 
In vain the helm by wary hands was bekl. 
No care protected when the %Voto ^isbS^^. 



^ FAENBAIT'S POEMI. 

The darkening cloud, with msddeoifig fury. {Hi 
Struck at the sail, and beat the qoiTeriiig mast,— 
No more the bar:\ue ber trembling doigs a 

save. 
But dipp'd bcr pinioiiR in the brin j wmve : 
Then all was horror, dirieks. aboanding wnw 
The puve presented in the depth bekrvr : 
On? woithT man there met a Ikte Gerere, 
&iitch*d fimm fh« embrace of al! he rallied Inn 
Lefll ^I behind, that could engage his love. 
With not one Guvwell, al this last renove. 

Te iHio on Hndson^s ciMDgiefal watm suit 
(And oft too beedkes of the antuBnal gale) 
Far mere secure the eoteqwin, we decB* 
To cut the rieldiDg ware b j fane of "Iram. 
Lee fxxTOs's ait. unriraird art. piwvail, 
Vor trust enstencc to the trenchenKis saiL 
Since he afiplies the powers that aatvepivc^ 
DisaiiDS. and saooths the dark maBpiartr wxra^ 
Frefierhis^teRtoallthe sail applies: 
jks he ananced. the waTos mar itwnd jom 
Waste all their (bam. and not oae fear impait 
The beicjht. the beauty, aad the pride of art. 
On his firm decks voa mar all safcCj fiad. 
And scorn the impclse of the unbridled wind 
Scr Af^taM'f-csr. a Ifeali^g pibce, botc 
To heed no dancer fmithe hbsti ahove : 
So tides deb T her. and no ^tonas alaiv, 
thit power of steam can rrerr hhst disuM :- 
JBrnch your c h oice onsqchahaiyerdT^ 



c 



31 ) 



THK 



TOMB OP THE PATRIOT*. 



-Qus Tiberioe, videbis 



jPun^ra, cum, tumulum pneter laborc recentum ! vim. 

^hcn Phi!ip*s son possessed his native landt 
d trained on greclan fields his grectan bands, 
Ththti subdued, or Athens near her fall, 
i savr no honor, or despised it all. 
I be reduced to universal sway 
le world's vast prospect in perspective lay ;-«> 
iile yet restricted to Larissa*s plain 
) cursed his fortune for a lot so mean, 
I all Ills steps the gloom of sadness hung, 
id fierce resentment all his bosom stung 
lat ibrtune*s whim restrained to such a floor, 
id done so little, and might do no more. 
>rcanti1e Tyre his laboring mind oppress'd, 
le pcrsian throne deprived his soul of rest^- 

)ccaBiooed by the general procession of many tbousands of 
tizeus of Nev- York on the 26th of May 1808, to inter the 
(and skeletooiofamericao prisoners who perished in the 
eraey, and other prison ships, during the rev^lotioBaiy 
and which were now first discovered by the wasUng of the 
f and hvMcs on LitBg-Islaliil, whwcfVpy \\vA ^w^tvX'^ •,- — 
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The darkening cloud, with maddening fury, paft*4i 
Struck at the sail, and bent the quivering noast, — 
No more the barque her trembling charge conM 

saTe, 
But dipp*d her pinions in the briny wave : 
Then all was h«rror, shrieks, abounding wo. 
The grave presented in the depth below : 
On 3 worthy man there met a fate severe, 
Snatch'd from the embrace of all he valued here ; 
Left all behind, that could engage his love. 
With not one farewell, at this last remove. 



Te who on Hudson's changeful waters sail, 
(And oft too heedless of the autumnal gale) 
Far more secure the enterprise, we deem. 
To cut the yielding wave by force of steam^i 
Let FULTON *s art, imrivaird art, prevail, 
Nor trust existence to the treacherous sail. 
Since he applies the powers (hat nature gavet 
Disarms, and smooths the dark malignant wave, 
Prefer his planto all the sail supplies : 
As he arranged, the waves may round yon rter 
Waste all their foam, and not one fear impart : 
Tlie height, the beauty, and the pride of art. 
On his firm decks you may all safety find. 
And scorn the impulse of the unbridled wind : 
See Neptune' 8'car, a floating palace, move 
To heed ne danger from the blasts above : 
No tides delay her, and no storms alarm. 
The power of steam can every blast disarm : — 
Be such your choice — on such a barque rely* 
And iesith and danger otv \he ^^.^^ ^<c^ . 
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XOMB OP THE PATRIOT*. 



Qqjb Tiberine, videbis 

Fun^ra, cum, tumulum pneter laborc recentum ! vim. 



When Philip*s son possessed his native landt 
And trained on greclan fields his grectan bands* 
Id Thebes subdued, or Athens near her fall* 
He savr no honor, or despised it all. 
To be reduced to universal sway 
The world's vast prospect in perspective lay ;-«> 
While yet restricted to Larissa*s plain 
He cursed his fortune for a lot so mean, 
On all his steps the gloom of sadness hung, 
And fierce resentment all his bosom stung 
That fortune's whim restrain*d to such a floor. 
Had done so little, and might do no more. 
Mercantile Tyre his laboring mind oppressed, 
Tiie pcrsian throne deprived his soul of rest^- 

* Occasiooed by the general procession of many tbousanda of 
tiie citizeus of New- York on the 26th of May 1308, to inter the 
bones and skeletons of american pris(mers who perished in the 
oldJerwy, and other prison ships, dnring the rev^latioDaiy 
▼ar : and which were now first discovered by the wasting of the 
iSmretand hvMcs on l,«Bg-Is1a>ti9, wh*^c fVicr V\^(A >«j»tvV^. •,- — 
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The world his stage, he meant to play his part, - 
And UDSubjected India gaird his heart ! 

Look to the east where Tamerlane display'd 
His crescent* moons and nations prostrate laid, 
JVlarch where he would, the world before him bow*dl 
In conquest mighty, as of conquest prou d 
What was the event ? let tragic story tell 
While sad sensations in the bosom swell — 
What were the effects ? in every step we trace 
The wasteful havoc of a royal race. 
Once fertile fields a howling desert made 
The town in ashes, or the town decay'd. 
Degraded man to native wildness tum*d. 
His prospects clouded and his commerce spam*d— <- 
If such the outset of this mad career 
What will the last disgusting scene appear. 
Of all he conquered, when no more remains 
Than vagrant subjects, or unpeopled plains ! 

Thus, when ambition prompts the ardent mind. 
The soul, eccentric, frantic, unconfined. 
To peace a stranger, soars to heights unknown. 
And, slighting reason, yields the will to none ; 
Mere passion nilcs, degrading powers prevail. 
And cool reflection quits the unbalanced scale* 
It leaves the haunts of happiness and rest 
To float on winds, disordered and unblest, 

* The three cresceut moons la the turkish miltary Atandurd 
^bich had their origlo, it is said, from the asiatic Tailati. T' 
murbeck (mr Tam^lanO ^%s ot lattAmu oKlractioB. 
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Quits all the cafan tbat nature meant for man 
To find some prize, or form the aspiring plan ; 
That plan ungain'd, the object cheats the ? ieir. 
Or, if attained, they other marks pursue ; 
Till all is closed in disappointment's shade 
And folly wonders at the flight she made : 
Ambition's self finds every prospect vain. 
The visions vanish, and tlie glooms remain. 

And such the vice, with nations as with man, 
J^uch the great failing since th^ world began : 
To power exalted, as to power they rose 
By honest toils, and humbling all their foes; 
Tbat zenith gain'd, they covet vast domains 
And all, that pride from vast possession gains^ 
Till glitteriDg visions bring the uneasy si^ 
And uncontroPd dominion blasts the eye. 

Britain ! we cite you to our bar, once more ; 
What but ambition urged you to our shore ?— 
To abridge our native rights, seven years you strove ^ 
Seven years were ours your arm of death to prove, 
To find, that conquest was your sovereign view ; 
Your aims, to fetter, humble, and subdue. 
To seize a soil which not your labor till'd 
When the rude native scarcely we repell'd. 
When, with unbounded ra?:e, their nations swore 
To hurl the out*law*d stranger from their shore, 
Or swell the torrent with thrir thousands slain 
No more to approach them, or molest their reign.*- 

What did we ask ? — what ri^ht but T^?kS«yft.ts^Kta^. 
tet even the mild petition mel yo\\\ ^to^\A. 
rdL, 11. X) 
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Subaiission, only, to a monarches will 

Could calm your rage, or bid your storm be atill. 

Before our eyes the angry shades appear 
Of those, whose relics we this day inter : 
They live, they speak, reproach you, and complaii 
Their lives were shorten*d by your galling chain : 
They aim their shafts, directed to your breast, — 
Let rage, and fierce resentment tell the rest. 

These coflBos, tokens of our last regard. 
These mouldering bones your vengeance might havt 

spared. — 
If once, in life, they met you on the main. 
If to your arms they yielded on the plain, — 
Man, once a captive, all respect should claim 
That Britain gave, before her days of shame. 
How changed their lot \ in floating dungeons tbrowi, 
They sigh'd unpitied, and relieved by none : 
In want of all that nature's wants demand, 
They met destniction from some traitor's hand. 
Who treated all with death or poison here. 
Or the last groao, with ridicule severe. 

A sickening languor to the soul returns 
And kindling passion at the motive spurns : 
The murders here, did we at length display 
Would more than paint an Indian tyrant's sway : 
Then hiish the theme, and to the dust restore 
These, once so wretched near Manhattan's diore. 
When tyrants ruled, whose hearts no mercy felt : 
la blood tbej wallow'd as *Wi dtatti Vtei dealt. 
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Thou who shalt come, by sad reflectioD taught, ^ 
1*0 seek on Nassau^s isle this lonely vault ; 
Think, when surveying this too gloomy scene, 
Think what, had heaven decreed, you might have 

been. 
When, with the rest, you pass'd the weary hour 
Chain*d or subjected to some ruffian's power, 
Think, as you see the sad procession pa6s*d. 
Think what these are, and you must be at last. — 

Learn, as you hope to find your heart's applaust. 
To love your country and respect her laws ; 
Revere the sages, who your rights explain'd 
Revere the patriots, who your cause sustained. 
Tour country's hero, rising to your view. 
Attend his precepts, and with care pursne, 
He first to shield you, raised his powerful arm» 
To honor steady as for freedom warm ; 
When she relumed her half extinguished fire* 
Then, nor till then, did washinotoiy retire* 
And left alight, a radiance to display. 
And mark his efforts, when he led the way. 
When war's long waste yeur independence crown'4 
And Hudson heard th' invigorating sound ! 
His - . ds the ta^ ; to him the part assign'd 
To paralize the vultures of mankind. 

Admit no tyrants, to debase your mindt ; 
Some selfish motive to all tyrants binds ; 
If robed in ermine or in scaiiet clad, 
Tk» worst of idiots is a king run mad i 
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And Rome's worst prioce accomplisti'd by a word 
jyo more, than by his councils, George the third ! 

Hotv oft has rugiged nature cbai*ged my pen 
With gall, to shed it on that ivorst of men. 
Who, dumb to ail that reason might decide, 
Hankuid, their reason, and their prayers defyM : 
Who« firm to all that phrenzy could pursue. 
Explored the ancient world, to chain the new ; 
And tired the despot, searchM each dark recess. 
And ransacked hell, to find the hireling hesse :^- 
Could he be here, a witness to this day. 
With calm delight he would this scene surrey. 
Would see unmoved, with apathy of mind, 
The gaping vault, this havoc of mankind ! 
Without a tear, these mouldering bones review. 
That fell by ruffian hands — employ *d by you. 

• 

His phrenzy, rampant with the right divine. 
Inspired a nation with a black design. 
To blast witli poison, like the wizard's spell, 
And plant on man the characters of hell I — 

Thou, who shaltcome, of feeling mind posse^t. 
And, heaven *8 first gitlt, the patriotic breast. 
On thi^ bleak coast, to tread the island plain. 
Think, what revenge disgraced a monarch's reigo ] 
Who, not content with wealth and power we gave. 
Forgot the subject, to enthral the slav^ : 
$uch was his hope ; — that hope to realize 
Me f^Dt his myriads to demand the prize : 
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What were the splendid trophies he acquired ? 
Were these bleach'd bones the trophies he admired ? 

While passion fires, or kindred sorrows fkll. 
Ask not, if this sequester*d cell is all, 
Is all that honors these collected bones ?— 
Boough is done to stigmatize all thrones : 
Ask not, while passion with resentment fires. 
Why to the skies no monument aspires ?— 
Enough is done to rouse the patriot glow 
Jind hid the rising race jonr feelii^ know. 



THE DUELLISTS. 

Two hearty lad^, and both accounted brave, ' 
Some cause of quarrel had, one gambling nig^t; 

Not either would the other's pardon crave, 
l%en sent a challenge, and agreed to fight* 

Both were, we heard, from fighting people sprung, 
That loved a soldier, and professM the trade ; 

Both wIshM to show ns, while their blood wasyonqg, 
Beyond all doubt, that neither was afraid^ 

The seconds came, and took the usual stand. 
To see them end their days, or end their spite ; 

JS^h^pulPd the trigger, with a s^eoff^Uaxvd — 
Both bofleti took efiect-^and \)ol\i iv«T%tygpX. 

D 2 
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ON 

^£ING A BEAUTIFUL PRINT 

OP 

A SHIPWRECKED SAILOR 

•ITTING OX A KOCX, 

O nimiam coelo et pclago confbe sereDO, . 
Nudus in igoota, PftUnure, aedebu arena ! — viae. 

^* Was ever fortune, in tliis world, like mine ! 

Here, seated, sbivering on the naked rock ; 
But why bewail my fortune, or repine ! 
Though wreck*d and wretched, all is for the best ; 
I dare the worst ; and, like its flinty breast 

Can meet my fate, and dare the rudest ^hock* 

Storms round me rave, no friendly shelter near ; 

My patience gone, the little stock I had : 
O Neptmie ! bid some friendly sail appear 
To bear me hence ; I care not to what shore, • 
To Greenland, Zembia, or to Labrador ; 

No shore too rugged for the sailor lad." 
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ON THE 



BRITISH COMMERCIAL DEPREDATIONS. 



As gaHant ships as ever ocean stemm'd— 
A thousand ships are captured, and condeoanM ! 
Ships from our shores, with native cargoes fraught* 
And sailing to the very shot es they ought : 
And yet at peace !~the wrong is past alf bearing ; 
The very comets* are the war declaring : 
Six thousand seamen groan beneath your power. 
For years immured, and prisoners to this tiour : 

Then England come ! a sense of wrong requires 
To meet with thirteen stars your tliousand fires ; 
On your own seas the conflict to sustain, 
Or drown them, with your commerce m the mam I 

True do we speak, and who can well deny, 
That England claims all water, land, and sky 
Her power expand»--ex tends through every zone, 
Kor bears a rival — but must role alone. 
To eutbrceher claims, a thousand sails unfurl'd 
Pronounce their funne the cock-pit oi' the w orld ; 

* A Urge comet appeared for t cvcral mon\]bA, ?i^x»l\. \XiA >J^3Gbfc« 
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The modern Tyre, whose fiends and Jions prowj. 
A tyrant navy, which in time must howl.* 
Heaven send the time — the world obeys her Ttoi: 
Her nods, we hope, the sleep of death forebode ; 
Some mighty change, when plunder*d thrones agrei^ 
And plundered countries, to make commerce frtf . 



OS THfi 



CAPTURE OP THE GUERRIEUE^ 



Captain Dacres, Avgust 19, 1^12 — fi^ the ConstUUtUn^ 
amerkanfrigtae, capt fftdl. 



AN IRREOULAtl ODE. 

Lpng the tyrant of our coast 

Reign'd the famous Guerriere ; 
Our Httle uavy she defy*d, 

Public ship and privateer : 
On her sails in letters red, 
^o our captains were display^d 
Words of warning, words of dread, 

♦ Hpwl, y© sliixnj oiTaTftto^\, S^t.— 1E.::«i^. 
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jiU^ who meet me, have a tare ! 



I am Eu£laDd*s Guerriere.'*' 



•to 



On the Tvide, Atlantic deep 

(Not ber equal for the ^ht) 
The CONSTITUTION, on her way. 

Chanced to meet these men of might ■: 
On her sails was nothing said^ 
But her waist the teeth displayed 
That a deal of blood could shed. 

Which, if she would venture near, 

Would stain the decks of the Gaeniere. 

Now onr gallant ship they met — 

And, to struggle with John Bull-^ 
Who had come, they little thought, 

Strangers, yet, to Isaac Unll : 
Better, soon, to be acquainted : 
isaac hailM the lord's anointed-*- 
While the crew the cannoD poiated, 
And the balls were so directed 
With a blaze so unexpected ; 

Isaac did so maul and rake her 
That the decks of captain Dacrcs 
Were in such a woful pickle 
As if death, with scythe and sickle. 
With his sling, or with his shaft 
Had cut his harvest fore and aft. 

* Female warrior, or amazOi^. 
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Thus, in thirty minutes ended, 
Mischiefs that could not be mended : 
Masts, and yards, and ship descended^ 
All to David Jones* locker — 
Such a ship in such a pucker i 

Drink about to the Constitution ! 

She pcrfonnM some execntioR 
Did some share of retribution 

For the insults of tlie year 
When she took the Guerricre. 

May success again await her. 
Let who will again command her 

Bainbridge, Rodgers, dr Decatur-^ 
Nothing like her can withstand her. 

With a crew, like that on board ber 
Who, so boldly callM •* to order" 

One bold crew of english sailors, 
liODg, too long our seamen's jailon;, 

Dacre* and the Guerriere ! 
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TBS 



VOLUNTEER'S MARCH* 
Jvly, 1814. 

Dvlce est pro patria mor'i. 

Ye, whom Washington has led, 
Ye, who in his footsteps tread. 
Ye, who death nor danger dread. 
Haste to glorious victory. 

Now's the day and now*s the hour ; 
See the british navy lour. 
See approach proud George's power, 
England ! chains and slavery. 

Who would be a traitor knave ? 
Who wonld fill a coward's grave ? 
Who so base to be a slave ? 

Traitor, coward, turn and flee. 

4i> Thia little Me, T?ith the addition of two new staasasis some 
what altc. >m oae of Robert Burns* corapositioDs, and a( 

plied to an amencan occasion : the original bein^ Bruce^s suppc 
«d address to his army, a Lttle before thd battle of B^do<;]i 
Viome. 
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Meet the tyrants, one and all ; 
Freemen ^tand, or freemen fall-— 
At Columbia's patriot call. 

At her mandate, march away ! 

Former times bare seen them yield. 
Seen them droTe from every field. 
Routed, niin*d, and repcH'd — 

Seize the 5pirit of those times ! 

By oppression*s woes and pains — 
By our sons in servile chains 
We will bleed from all our vfilns 
But they shall be — shall be free. 

O'er the standard of their power 
Bid Cohimbia's eagle towpr, 
Give them hail in such a shower 

As shall blast them — horse and man! 

Lay the proud invaders low, 
Tyrants fall in every foe ; 
Liberty's in every blow. 

Forward ! let us do or die. 
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THE 



BATTLE OP STONINOTON, 



OM THE SEABOARD OF CONNXCTICUT ; 

J&i an aUdck vpon the tarm and a smalt fnrt <f two guns, 
by the RamiUies^ seventy-four gun ship, wmmanded by 
sir Thomas Hardy ; the Pod^tolus, 38 gun ship, DeS' 
patch brig qf 22 guns, and a razee, or bomb ship.-f^ 
August, 1814. 

Foot gallant ships from England came 
Freighted deep with fire and flame. 
And other things we need not nam^» 
, To have a dash at Stoniogtop* 

Now safely moored, their work begun ; 

They thought to make the yankees run, ^ 

And hare a mighty deal of fun 

^ In stealing sheep at Stonington. 

A deacon, then popp'd up his head 
And parson Jones's sermon read. 
In which the reverend doctor said 

That they must fight for ftonio^ovL. 
r^B, IT. £ 
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A townsman bade tbem, next, attend 
To sundry resoJutJous penn'd. 
By which they promised to defend 
^ With sword and gun, o}^ StoningtOB. 

The ships advancing different ways, 
The hritons soon began to blaze. 
And put th* old women in amaze, 

Who fear*d the loss of Stouington. 

The yankees to their fort repair' d. 
And made as though they little cared 
For all that came — though very hard 

The cannon play'd on StoningtoD. 

'The RamiUies began the attack. 
Despair h came forward — bold and black— 
And none can tell what kept them back 
From setting fire to Uitonington. 

The bombardiers with bomb and ball. 
Soon made a farmer's barrack fall. 
And did a cow-house sadly maul 

That stood a mile from StoDiogt<». 

They kill'd a goose, they kill'd a hen. 
Three hogs they wounded inaoen — 
They dash'd away« and pray wn!it then ? 
This was not taking Stoningtoa. 



BATTLE OF STONINGTON. 47 

Tbe shells were throvrii, the rockets flew, 
But Dot a shell, of all they threw. 
Though every house was full in view, 

Cc Id burn a house at Stouiugtoa. 

To have their turn they thought but fair ;«-^ 
The yankees brought two guns to bear. 
And, sir. it wouln have made you stare. 

This smoke of smokes at StoningtoD. 

They bored Pactolus through and through. 
And kiird and wounded of her crew 
So many, that she bade adieu 

7 * the gallant boys of Stonington. 

The brig Despatch was huU'd and torn— 
So ' ippled, riddled, so forlorn. 
No moie she cast an eye of scorn 

On th* little fort at Stoolngten. 



/ 



The Ramillies gave up tb' aflfVaj 

And, with her comrades, sneak'd awajr-«(' 

Such was the valor, on that day, 

Of british tars near Stoninston* 

But some assert, on certain grounds, 
(Besides the damage and the wounds) 
It cost the king ten thousand pounds 
To have a dash at Stonington. 
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HEAVING THE LEAD : 



A MARINE STORY, FOUNDED ON FACT. 



I 



As toirard the land the galley flevr, 
Though niaay a league she had to go 
Before the shores would come in view. 

The pilot told them, heaye the lead ! 

The master saw no danger near ; 
The wind was fair, the sky was clear : 
He said, what can the lubber fear ? 

Avast, my boys, dont heave the leai. 

Thus folly rule when prudence fails : 
The master said, go, trim the sails — 
III ocean water, what avails 

To wet the line, or heave the lead ? 

So onward with a steady breeze. 
And all reclining at their ease 
They scudded through the darken'd seal, 
Not caring much about the lead. 

At last, the sun, declining low, 
A curtain on the waters threw, 
-. Aod all was closing »\\ Wve Vww ', 
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A sailor watch'd the passing wave, 
Auti wdrning to his t'etiows gare, 
'* A tinge ot green tlie waters have ! 

By heavens, tis time to heave the lead/* 

The captain shook bis measored sand— ^ 
The log declared him far from land — 
He said, '' Til venture my command 

There is no bottom ibr tne lead ; 

The sun has tokt me truth at noon, 
JMy observations by the moon 
Do all agree, that we shall soon 

Have no occasion for the lead.** 

♦• Well, be it so, the pilot cry'd ; 
You are our sure and steady guide. 
Tour knowledge cannot be denied. 

But let us, blockheads, heave the lead.*' 

** By all the fish that swim the deep. 
By all that on its bottom creep. 
By all the winds that o'er it sweep, 

You shall not, pilot, heave the lead ! 

*' Tis I, who have the chief command, 
Tis I conduct you to the land. 
So, round about the bottle hand. 

And trouble not the line and lead.** 

E 2 
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They drank about the galley flew. 
And caution from the helm irithdrevr, 
Till muddy-gfeen the waters grew, 

And no one cared about the lead ! 

At length, on &i6^-u2(|7icf' shoals 
The vessel struck, with twenty ^ouli ; 
And o*er her decks the ocean rolls : 

So much for heavuig not the lead \ 

And yet, the faites were sorely kind : 
The ship to min was cow;ign'd, 
But twenty men their safety find 

Where np one needs ^ heave the lead . 

Two months, and more, in hermit style 
They govein'd this seqoesterM isle 
But thinking often all the while, 

Tis best, in time, to heave the lead. 



• Itf latitude it 44^2^ N. L. loog. 60<>20' west of the iBitddiaA 
of Greenwich. A lettlement has lately been established OB % 
(i^Olli Halifiuc^ (fom which it lies eastwardly 120 mileai.. 
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TO 



THE LAKE SQUADRONS. 

The brilliant task to yoa assigD'd 
Asks every effort of the niind, 
And every energy* combined, 
Tocmshlhefoe. 

Sail ffbere they will, yon mast be there i 
Lurk where they can, you will not spare 
The blast of death— but all things dare 
To bring them low. 

To wield his thunders on ChampUdnf 
Macdonouoh leads his gallant train. 
And, bis great ol^ect to sustain, 
Vermont nnltci 

Her hardy yonths and veterans bold 
From shelter'd vale and mountain cold, 
Who fought, to guard, in days of old 
Their country's rights. 

That country's wrongs are all your own, 
And to the world the word is gone-** 
Her independence most to none, 
BesigQ'da\vu7. 
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Be to the natioo^s standard true. 
To Britain, and to Europe shew^ 
That you can fight and conquer too, 
And prostrate lay. 

That bitter foe, whose thousands rise 
No more to fight us in disguise. 
But count our freedom for thtir prize, 
If valor fails : 

Beneath your feet let fear be cast, 
Remember deeds of ralorpast, 
And nail your colors to the mast 

And spread your sails. 

In all the pride and pomp of war 
Let tliunders from the cannon roar. 
And lightnings flash from shore to shore, 
To wing the ball. 

Let Huron from his slumbers wake. 
Bid Erie to his centre shake, 
Till,Jbundering in Ontario* s lake. 

You swamp them all ! 



feb 
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TR£ 



PRINCE REGENT'S RESOLVE. 



The regent prince, enraged to find 

The standard from his frigates torn* 
To a full court thus spoke his mind, 
With hand display *d and soul of scorn, 
*' Since fate decreed Napoleon's fall* 
Nonr, now's the time to conquer all ! 



*' We at the bead of a1] that's great, 

Tis ours to hold the world in aire : 
Let Louis reign in regal state. 

And let his subjects own his law ; 
Their tide of power tis ours to stem— • 
IVeHl govern those rvko govern them, 

•* But here's the rub, and here's ray grief; 

My frigates from the seas are hurl'd ! 
What shall we do ? bow find relief? 
How strike and stupefy the world ? 
Our flag, that long controPd th^ main, 
Our standard must be raised again. 

** A land there lies towards the west, 
There must my royal will be done ; 



i 
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That land is an infernal nest 
Or reptiles. rulM by MADifiON : 
That nest I swear to humble domi, 
There plarU a king, and there a crown." 

" Depart, my fleet, depart^ my slayes* 
Invade that nest, attack and burn ; 
Where'er the ocean rolls his wares, 
Subdue, or dare not to return ; 
Subdue and plunder all you can ; 
Who plunders most— shall be my mao. 

•• To M»atter death, by fire and sword. 
To prostrate all, where'er you go : 
That is the mandate, that the word, 
Th(»ugh seas of blood around you flow : 
No more ! — go. aid the Indian yell : 
Be conquerors, and I'll feed you well. 

So spoke the prince', bat little knew 

Hi8 minions were for slaughter fed ; 
Nor «)id he guess, that vengeance, too. 
Would fall on his demoted head ; 
' When all his plans an(! projects fail, 
And be ascends Belshazzar's scale.*'' 



* Mene mene, Tekel, Peres !— thou art wei^ied in the bat- 
ABct, and art found wanting ! ^DanieL 
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PARDAE AND SHAM-FIGHT : 



i PINE FOaEST PICTURE— Oir A TRAINlVe DAT. 



invictaqae beHo 



Dextera ! nou Uli se quisquam impune tulisset 
Obvius armato— T* tzm. 

The drum was beat, the flag display'd, 
The soldiers met upon parade, 
Aod all for action ready made 
With loud huua ! 

When forth a stately figure strode. 
Of stature such, of such a mode. 
As those who lived before the flood. 
If stufifd with straw. 

His vigor seem*d by years onbroke ; 
But then his phiz had such a look, 
As if preserved in Rtn2*s smoke 
For half an age. 
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God help us all to look our best ! 
This man ivjva captdiu of the rest, 
And Talor seem' (3 to Ure bis breast 
With martial rage. 

His horse was of an iron grey; 

(A pi-anciDg steed he rode that day,) 

Not of the bold virginiaD breed, 

Nor yet remote from Quixote's steed. 

This chief was of the bullet mould ; 
To meet the conflict, firm and bold. 
His coat was patch*d, his boots new soal'd, 
Ham stuff *d his mair : 

Two pounds of powder filPd his horn, 
^ His pantaloons were old and wore, 
A cap and hat his bead adorn— 
The ehapean bi*a8. 

With vengeance heated, long in store. 
He sallied forth, a man of war ; 
And ail that meet him, pray take care 
Of rusty pikes. 

He bad no helmet for the head, 
Bui death and ruin near him tread, 
And slaughter, in a suit of red, 

' That deadly strikes. 
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A blanket from hi» shoulders hung. 
Three dollars iu his pockets rung, 
And to his thigh a faulchion clung, 
That made us quake : 

A yeteran in the fitting trade ! 
The owner of so keen a blade ! 
Do not provoke him, man or maid, 
For mercy's sake. 

O could you bnt one furlong ride 
With such a faulchion at yoiu* side. 
Your bosom would for glory beat 
And show Napoleon all complete ! 

Two pistols, to bis girdle tied. 
Foreboded vengeance, far and wide, 
To all that were not on our sidet 

With heart and hand. 

Accoutred thns, with nciartial air, 
He gave the warning word, '* Take care V* 
And, in a moment* all was war. 
Sublime and grand. 

They mareh'd, and march'd, as thick as bees, 
Then maroh*d towards a clump of trees ; 
And " blaze away !" the leader says— 

*^ £ach take his aim ! 
VOL. II. F 
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" Who wounds a tree caei kill a man — 
" If you but practise on that plan, 
** The britoDS shall go home again 

With grief and shame !** 

Not Philip*8 famed, nnriraird son. 
For Greece subdued, or India won. 
Not Cockbam, burning fFa8hir^;ton, 
Looked so elate : 

Not Bonaparte, on Egypt's sands 
With such importance gave commands, 
With such discretion train'd his bands. 
Assumed such state ! 

Not Ccuar^ when be passed the Rhibe, 
Not yfarWoraugh leading np his line. 
Not p^RRT, when he said, ** they're mhie V* 
Put on such airs ;— 

As now were shown to front and rear 
When victory seem'd to hover near. 
Indeed not purchased very dear — 
No wounds nor scars. 

Departing fr»m the norman sbpre, i 
Not fVilliam Kuch a feature wore 
When Ei^land haird him con-ueroTy 
With loud acclaim : 



ie. 
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Not FuhoUy when his steam he try*d. 
And Neptune's car stemm'd Hudson* $ tide 
Felt such a generous gloiv of pride 
For well eam'd fame. 

That daj CormvaUis met his fate. 
Not kfashington felt half so great 
When tot¥*rd him flew the gallic fleet 
To share his smile : 

Not conquest had for Gates such chands 
When, yielding to the victor's arms. 
He bade Burgoyne resign his arms, 
In soldier's style. 

Not Ajax' self, with sach a grace 
Gaye orders to attaeJ^ a place ; 
NotHaoDibal with bolder fiice 

Approach'd old Rome,— 

When marching for the Tiber shore, 
lie yet his alpine jacket wore. 
And hoped to sweep the senate floor, 
And &x their doom : 

Not Parker,* when he cross'd the bar 
Of Charleston with his men of war, 
Wa^;, nenrfort MouUriet half so sure 
Of victory gain'd : 

Mr Peter Parker, it is well remembered, attacked fort Moul. 
on Sullivan's Island, in 1776, and after a sanguiDary actipi, 
repulsed with great loss. 
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Not Parker, when departing thence 
So sfaatter*d*-«t the king*s expenses- 
Was 90 proToked at the defence. 
Felt so chagrined, 

As did ourcl)ief (no captain Brag) 
When he percei?*d some worthless wag 
Had stolen away the tn^ndy keg— > 
Ah \ loss indeed ! 

For this, he swore be wiould ruignf 
All future tnist in man decline ; 
Of whom, at least, there was one swine. 
They all agreed — 

' And cry'd ** like hell his beait is black-— 
Pursue him, boys, and scent his track* 
If drunk or dead, we'll have him back. 
This man of scum !*' 

Each took his mark, and bit a tree ; 
The battle's done !-^all sober, we ; 
Huzza ! we have the victory ! 

Then scamper'd home ! 



m 
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BRITISH INVASION-— 1814. 



From France, despooding and betray 'd. 
From liberty in ruins laid. 
Exulting Britain has display *d 

Her flag, again to in?ade tis. 

Her myrmidons, with murdering eye. 
Across the broad Atlantic fly 
Prepared again their strength to trjr. 

And strike our country's standard. 

Lord Wellington's ten thousand slaves,^ 
And thrice ten thousand, on the waves, 
And thousands more of brags and braves 
Are under sail, and coming 



* Lord Wclliogtoo'i anny embarked od the river Garoonc, ia 
raoce, in teveral divinions, for the invasion of the Uniti-d Statav, 
BOODtios^ it wai laidy tu sixty or seventy thousand mea. 
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To burn our towns, to seize our soil, 
To change our laws, our country spoil, 
And MADISON to ElbA*s isle 

To send without redemption. 

Tq Boston state they hope to find 
Ayankee host of kindred mind 
To aid their arms, to rise and bind 

Their countrymen in shackles : 

But no such thing — it will not do— 
At least, not while a Jsbiey Blise 
Is to the cause of freedom true. 

Or the bold Pennsylranian. 

A curse on England*s fi-antic schemes ! 
Both mad and blind — her monarch dreamf. 
Of crowns and kingdoois io these climes. 

Where kings have had their sentence 

Though Woihin^on has left our coast. 
Yet other Washingtons we boast. 
Who rise* instructed by his ghost. 

To punish all invaders. 

Go where they will, where'er they land, 
This pilfering, plundering, pirate band, 
They liberty will find at hand 

To hnrl them to perdition : 
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If ID Virfrinia thej appear, 
Thf'ir fate is fix'd, their doom is near. 
Death id their iroot and bell their rear^* 
So says the gallant buckskin. 

An Carolina is prepared. 

And Charleston doubly on her guard ; 

Where, once, sir Peter badly fared. 

So blasted by^fort Moultrie. 

If farther soutb they tnm their Tiewa, 
With yeteran troops, or veteran crews. 
The curse of heaven their march pursues 
To send them atTa-packii]^ : 

The tallest mast that sails the wave. 
The longest keel its waters lave, 
Will bring them to an early grave 

On the shores of Pensacola. 
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TO AMERICA: 

OH TUB ENGLISH DBPRVDATIOVS ON TBI AMERICA: 

COAST. 

When Alfred held the euglish throoe. 
And England's self was little knoirn. 
Yet, wheD invaded by the Dane, 
He early laced them on the main. 

That Scythian r^ce who raled the sea — 
He soon pronounced tiieir destiny ; 
To leave his isle, to sheath the sword ; 
Disgraced, defeated, and abhorr'd. 

So now, these worse than danes appear 
To do their deeds ot* havoc here— 
For all they did in seasons past. 
The day of grief must come at last 

For plains, yet white with human bones, 
For murders past, no prayer atones ; 
For rufai spread in former years. 
Not even the mitred clergy's tears. 

Let ns but act the part we ought. 

And tyraoti will be dearly taught 

That they, who aid a co\H\Vrs'% 

Fight not for ribands* oi ^ i»n». 
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Still hostile to the rights of mao, 
A deadly war, the english plan ; 
The gothic system will prevail, 
To ruin where they can assail ; 
A war, where seas of blood may (low 
To omameDt their scenes of wo. 

O Wasiiington ! thy honored dost 
The foe will not profane, we trust ; 
Or if they do, will vengeance sleep. 
Or fail to drire them to the deep ? 

For shores well known, they shape their course. 
An english fleet, with all its force ; 
A british fleet may soon appear 
To ravage all we counted dear. 

Advancing swift, by beat of dmm, 
Half England's dr^s, or Scotland's scum ; 
With these unite the indian tribes. 
Now hostile made by force of bribes— 
And they will dare the eagle's frown. 
Though half his force can put them down . 

The envenom'd foe, inured to war. 
May scatter vengeance wide and fiir. 
Unless, to assert our country's right. 
All hearts resolve, all hands unite. 

Let party fends be hush'd, foi^ot. 
Past discord from the memory blot, 



\ 



66 FREXEAU'S POEMS. 

Ami Britain, fiom our coasts repeird, 
Shall rue the daj she took the field. 

The dart, to assail the english iKiwer^ 
In time must reach that hostile shore, 
And red with vengeance, oa Us wajt 
Their naval power in ruins lay. 

The western world a blow must deal 
To let t|iem know, and make them feel 
That much too long a pluDdering ba^ 
Has mortified all Europe's flag. 

By wars and death while despots thriye 
IfVhat pity one remains alive ! 
By them the seeds of wars are sown. 
By them, our lives are not our own. 

Their deadly hate to freedom's growth. 
To r ea$on*s light — that spurng them both, 
That deadly hate predicts our doom, 
And digs the pit tor freedom's tomb. 

Be not deceived — the league of kings, 
Conicuerale crowns, this waHare brings ,' 
These send their hosts to forge our chains. 
Harass Qur shores, renew their reigns. 

At P Units they who jiln'd to swear 
And wage with France wide wasting war 
Till freedom should her claims recall, 
And XiOuis reign, or myriads fall ; 
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Al Pilnitz, witli decided aira. 
They forai'd tlieir scheoies to blast our fame : 
And, laithful now to what thej swore. 
Would, kings diiiuissM and thrones, restore. 

Ye hearts of steel, observe these hosts ! 
The odious train my soul disgu$its ; 
Thry rise upon the vultures wings 
To prop the tottering causs oi' kings. 

Observe them W;ell — through every grade 
They exercise the robber's trade ; 
Tiiey sail upon a plundering scheme. 
They march, to give you sword and flame. 

And burn you must, if, slow to act, 
You wait to see your cities sack'd. 
Yourselves caslaved, aiid all things lose 
That labor earns or wealth bestows ; 
If slow to send your heated balls, 
Indignant, through their wooden walls. 

O may you see their squadrons yield 
Their legions sink on evef y field ; 
And new Burgoynes, to slaughter bred, 
Burgoynes, once more, in fetters led. 

And may you see all foreign power 
Forever banishM from your shore. 
And see disheartened tyrants mourn, 
And Britain to her hell return. 
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Aq idiot only would require 

Siirh war — the worst tbej could desire*-* 

The teloD*8 war — the war of fire. 

The warfare, now, th' iuTaden make 
Must surely keep us all awake. 
Or life is lost tor freedom's sake. 

They said to Cockbum, ** honest Cook I 
To make a noise and give a shock 
Push, off and bum theu* navy dock : 

*^ Their capitol shall be emblazed ! 
How will the buckskins stand amazed. 
And curse the day its walls were raised !*' 

Six thousand heroes disembark — 
Each left at night his floating ark 
And ffatkington was made their mark. 

That few would fight them — few or none—* 

Was by their leaders clearly shown — 

And *« dimm,*' they said, •' nith Madism r* 

How close they crept along the shore ! 
As closely as if Rodger^ saw her-— 
^frigate to a severU^our. 

A veteran host, by veterans led, 

With Ross and Cockbum at their bead— • 

They came— they saw— they burnt— tod iM. 

VOL. II. G 
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But not nnpunisb'd their retired ; * 
Tht y something paid, for all tbej fired» 
In soldiers kiilM, and chiefs expired. 

Five hundred veterans bit the d88l» 
Wlio canoe, inflaooed with lucre*8 iHst^*-*- 
And so they waste — and so they moflL^ 

They left our congress naked wal!i«— 
Farewell to towers and capitols ! 
To loily roofe and splendid halls ! 

To courtly domes and glittering things. 

To i'oHy, that too near us clings. 

To courtiers who— tis well— -had wingft. 

Farewell to all but glorious war, 
Wliich yet shall guard P&tamac*s shore, 
And honor lost, and fame restore. • 

To conquer armies in the field 
Was, once, the surest method held 
To make a hostile country yield. 

The mode is this, now acted on ; 
Tn conflagrating ff'ashingUm^ 
They held our independence gone I 

Supposing Qeorge*s house at Kew 
W(-.re bmUt, (its we intend to do,) 
Would that be burning England too ? 
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Supposing, near the silver Thames 
We laid in ashes their samt Jamesp 
Or Blenheiiik palace wrapt in flames; 

Made Hampton Court to fire a prey, 
And meanly, then, to sneak away, 
And oeFer ask them, what's to pay ? 

Would that be conquering London town ? 
Would that subvert the ens;lish throne, 
* Or bring the royal system down ? 

With all their glare of guards and guns, 
How would they look like simpletons, 
And not at all the Uoh's sons ! 

Supposing, then, we take our turn 
And make it public law, to burn. 
Would not old english honor spura 

At such a mean insidious plan 
Which only suits some savage clan— ^ 
And surely not — the English man ! 

A doctrine has prevailed too long ; 
A king, they hold, con do no nrong — 
Merely a pilch-fork, witliout prong : 

Bnt de'il may trust such doctrines, more,«^ 
One long, that wr6ng*d us, long b^Jbre, 
lias wrongSi by huudreds, yet m store. 
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He wroiig*d us fort j years ago ; 
He wrongs us yet, we surely know ; 
He*ll wrong us till be gets a blow 

That, with a veogeaoce, will repay 
The mischiefs we lanoeDt this day. 
This burning, damn*d, infernal play ; 

Will send one city to the sky. 

Its buiklings low and buildings high. 

And buildiogs— built the lord knows why ; 

Will give him an eternal check 
. That breaks bis heart or breaks his oecli^ 
Aad j^lants our standard on Qvibkc. 
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ON THE 



LAUNCHING 



OF THE 

SEVENTT-FOUR GUN SHIP 
INDEPENDENCE, 

« 

AT 

CHARLESTOWN, NEAR BOSTON. 

Qur trade to restore as it stood once before 
We have launched a new ship from the stocks. 

Her rate is our first, and her force will, we trust. 
Be sufficient to humble the hawks; 

The hawks of old England we mean,' dont mistake, 

Some harpies of Eogland our prizes we'll make. 

lNDEPENnENC£ her name, independent our minds. 

And pi^epareil for the toils of the sea. 
We are ready to combat the waves and the winds. 

And fight till the ocean is free : 
Then, awaj to your stations, each man on our list 
Who, when danger approaches, will never be miss*d. 

G 2 • 
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In asserting our rights we have rather been slow 

And patient till patience was tired ; 
We were plunder'd and press'd ere we ventured a 
blow 

Till the world at oar patience admired, 
And language was held, of contempt and disgrace. 
And. Europe mis-caird us a pitiful race. 

Twas time to arise in the strength of our might 

When MAOisoN publish*d the war. 
And many have thought that he would hate been 
right 

Had he published it three years before ; 
While France was unpester'd with traitors and knavef» 
Nor Europe polluted with Wdlington's slaves. 

To arm for our country is never too late. 

No fetters are yet on our feet ; 
Our hands are more free, and our hearts are as great 

As the best in the enemy's fleet : 
And look at the list of their navy, and tiiink. 
How many are left, to bum, capture, and sink ! 

Let the nations of Europe surrender the sea. 

Or crouch at the foot of a throne ; 
In liberty's soil we have planted her tree, 
And her rights will relinquish to none : 
Then stand to your arms. 
Then stand to your arms, 
Then stand to your arms — half the battle Is done ! 
Aadhmn^y nccompUib what valer began. 
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The day is approaching, a day nut remote, 
, A day with impatience we hail. 
When Decatur and HuU shall again be afloat, 

And Bainbridge commission^ to sail ; 
To raise his blockades, will adyanr^ on the foe. 
And Mmark with BULL to the bottom shall go. 

On the waves of LaA:e Erie we showM the old bng 

We, too, could advance in a line. 
And batter their frigates and humble their flag ; 

^ I have met them,*' said Perry ^ '*they*re mine !*' 
And so, my dear boys, we can meet them again 
On the waves ef the sea, or the waves of Champlain. 

To the new iirD£PENDENCE then, pour out a glass. 

And drink, with the sense of a man : 
She soon will be ready^ this pride of her class, 

Sir Thomas* to meet on his plan : 
He hates onr torpedoes— «then teaze him no more, 
Let him venture his hick with onr SEVENTY- 
FOUR. 
Then stand to your arms, you shall ne'er be eoslavM, 
Let the battle go on till the nation is saved ! 

* Sir Thomas Hardy, of the Ramillies 74. 
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At 



WASHINGTON'S TOMB. 

GENIUS OF VIRGINIA AND ^VIRGINU: 

Genius, Who are these that lawless come 

Washington ! too near thy tomb ?— - 
Art thf^y those who, long before, 
Cani€ to siibju^te this shore ? — 
Are tbej those whom he repell'd« 
Captured, or imprison*d held ? 
Or the sons of these of old 
Cast in oatnre*s rudest mould,— 
Dear Virgin ia« can it be ? 
What a stain is laid on thee I 

Virginia, Such a stain as I do swear 

Fills my swelling heart with care 
How to wash away the stain« 
How to be myself again. 
From my breast the herb rose, 
fn my soil his bones repone : 
Qut this insult to thy shade. 
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Genius. Dear Virginia ! tell me how ?««• 
Tell me not, or tell me now. 
Can you wield the bolts of Jovet 
Seize the lightnings from above ? « 
Tear the mountain from its base 
To confound this hated race, 
Who, with hostile step, presume 
To violate the honored tomb 
Of my bravest, noblest son. 
Of th' immortal Washington I 

trgima. Not the artillery of the sky, 

Not the vengeance from on high 
Did I want, to guard my son, 
I have llgbtniogs of my own ! 
But I wanted 

Genius, Wanted what ? 

Tell me now, or tell me not. 

Irginia, Men, whom Washington had taught, 
Men of fire, and men of thought. 
All their spirits in aglow, 
Ever ready for the foe ; 
Born to meet the hostile shock, 
Sturdy as the mountain oak- 
Active, steady, on their guard. 
For the scene of death prepared ; 
Such I wanted — say no more ;' 
Time, perhaps, may such restore. 



78 FRENEAV*S POEMS, 

Genhu. By the powers that guard this qxitv 
Want them longer you shall oot, 
I, the patron of your land. 
From this moment take coiiunaiid» 
Kindle flames in every breast, 
Thirst of yenjEeance for the past ; 
Vengeance, that from sfaora to shore 
Shall dye your bay with ei^liuh gore. 
And see them leave their thousands daii» 
If they dare to land again : 
TI»is is ull I choose to sav— 
$eize your armour — let's away ! 



ROYAL CONSULTATIONS ; 

4 

RELATIVE TO THE DISPOSAL OV 

LORD WELLINGTON'S ARMY, 

Said th^ goth to the yandal, the prince to the kii^ 
liCt us do a mad action, to make the world ring : 
With Wellington's army we now have the meant 
To msike a 'bold stroke aixd e^YiV^^ uvn v^eiKBC^ 
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A stroke at the states is my ardent desire. 
To waste, and barass tliem with famine and fire ; 
My vengeance to carry through village and town. 
And even to batter their capitol down. 

The vandal then answerM, and said to the goth, 
Dear George, with yourself f am equally- wroth ; 
Of Wellington's army dispose as you please, 
^ It is best, I presume, they should go beyond seas ; . 
For, should they come home^ I can easily show 
The hangman will have too much duty to do. 

So, away came the bruisers, and when they came 
here 
Some mischief they did, where no army was near 2 
They came to correct and they came to chastise 
And to do all the evil their heads could devise. 

At Washington city, they burnt and destroy'd 
Till among tlie big houses they made a huge void ; . 
Then back to their shipping they flew like the wind, 
But left many more than Gve hundred behind 
Of wounded and dead, and others say, double ; 
And thus was the hangman excused from some trouble. 

Alexandria beheld them in battle array ; 
Alexandria they plunder*d anight and a day. 
Then quickly retreated, with moderate loss, 
. Their forces conducted by Cockburn and Bxus, 

At Baltimore, next, was their place of attack ; 
But Baltimort drove them repeatedly ba«k ; 
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There Rodgert tbey saw, aiid their terror wai sod^ 
They saw tbey were dama'd when tbej saw him ap- 
proach. 

The forts were assaiUd by the strength of their fleeti 
And the fort^, in disorder l>eheld them retreat 
So s)i:itt<T'd and crippled, so mangled and xore. 
That the tide of Patapsco was red with their gore. 

Their legions by land no better succeeded— 
In vain they manoeuverd, in vain tbey paraded. 
Their hundrr<is on hundreds were strew'd on the 

ground. 
Each shot from the rifles brouglit death or a wonad. 
One shot from a buckskin completed their loss. 
And their legions no longer were headed by ross ! 

Where they mean to go next, we can hardly de- 
vise. 
But home they would go if their master was wise. 

Tet fblly so Ions has directed their course ; 
Such madness is seen in the waste of their foroe« 
Such wealmess and folly, with mtlice combined. 
Such rancor, reTcn?.e, and derdngcment of mind, 
T'/at, a!l things considerVl, with truth we may say. 
Both Cochrane and Cockbum are runnmg away.* 



* Abont this time, September, 1814, the admirals Cochrane 
and Cookhuru quitted the coast of the United States in tbdr 
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To their regent, the prince, to their master the king 
ey arc now on the way, they are now on the wing, 

tell them the story of loss and disaster, 
" ^<*gsii)g A penfiioD, the other a plaiKter. 
t t}>r ni speed as they may, to us it is plain 

V will patcli op their hnllcs for another campaign, 
(ur falorto prove, a^d their havoc to spread 
ben Wellington's army is missing or dead. 
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THE 

BROOK OF THE rALLEY. 

The world has wrangled half an age, 
And we again in war engage. 
While this sweet, seqiiester'd rill 
Muftiiiirs through the valley still. 

All pacific as yon seem : 
Snrh a gay elysian stream ;— 
"W'»re yon always thus at rest 
How the valley would be blest. 

But, if always th!is at r^st ; 
Thit would not be for lti«bcsl *. 
1/. H 
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In one summer you would die. 

And leave the valley parch*d and dry. 

Tell me, where your waters go, 
Purling as they downivard flow ? 
Stagnant, now, and now a fall ? — 
To the gulph that swallows all. 

Flowing, peaceful, from yoor urn 
Are your waters to return ? — 
Though the same you may appear* 
Tou*re not the same we«aw last year. 

Not a drop of that remains- 
Gone to visit other plains. 
Gone, to stray through other woods, 
Gone, to join the ocean floods ! 

Yes — they may return once more 
To visit scenes they knew before ;— 
Yonder sun, to cheer the vale, 
From the ocean can exhale 

Tapors, that your waste supply, . 
Turn'd to rain from yonder sky ; 
jyioi<:ture, vapors, to revive 
And keep your margin all alive.. 

But, with all your quiet flow. 
Do you not some quarrels know ! 
Lately, angry, how you ran ! 
AU ativar—- a^tvd much, like man. 
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When the shower of waters fell, 
How you raged, and what a swell ! 
All your banks you overdow*d, 
Scarcely knew your own abode ! 

How you battled with the rock ! 
Gave roy willow such a shock 
As tu menace, by its tall. 
Underwood and bushes, all : 

Now you are again at peace : 
Time win come when that will cease ; 
Such the human passions are ; 
— You again will war declare. 

Emblem, thou, of restless man ; 
What a sketch of nature's plan ! 
Now at peace, and now at war. 
Now you murmur, now yon roar ; 

Muddy now, and limped next. 
Now witl) icy shackles vext — 
What a likeness here we fikd ! 
What a picture of mankind ! 
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A CATYDID.* 



To a branch of willoW'bid 
Sings tbe erening Caty-did : 
From tbe lofty locust bougb 
Feeding on a drop of dew. 
In ber suit of green arrayed 
Hear ber singing in tbe shade 

Caty-did, Caty-did, Caty-did I 

Wblle upon a leaf you tread. 
Or repose your little head, 
Qn your iheet of shadows laid, 
AH tbe day you nothing Raid : 
Haif tbe night your cheery tongue 
Reveli'd out its little song. 

Nothing else but Caty-did. 

* A well koown insect, when full grown, about two inches in 
length, and of tbe exact color of a green leaf It is of the genus 
cicada, or grafishopper kiitd, Inhabitiog the green foliage of trees 
and singing such a note as Cuiy-did in the evening, towards ao; 
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From your lodgiugs on the leaf 
Did you utter joy or grief — ? 
Did you only mean to say, 
/ have had my summer* s day. 
And am passing, soon, away 
To the grave of Caty-did :— 

Poor, unhappy Caty-did ! 

But you would have utterM more 
Had you known of nature's power— 
From the world when you retreat. 
And a leafs your winding sheet, 
Long before your spirit fled, 
Wlio can tell but nature said, 
^ive again* my Caty-did ! 

Lire, and chatter Caty-did. 

Tell me, what did Caty do ? 
Did she mean to trouble you ?— ^ 
Why was Caty not forbid 
To trouble little Caty-did ?— 
Wrong, indeed at you to fling. 
Hurting no one while you sing ' 

Caty-did ! Caty-did ! Caty-did ! 

Why continue to complain ? 
Caty tells me, she again 
Will not give you plague or pain :•— 
Caty says you may he hid 
Caty will not go to bed 
While you sing us Caty-did. 

Caty did ! Caty-d\A\ C«i^^\^\ 
H 2 
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But, while singing, you forgot 
To tell us what did Caty not : 
C'lty-did not think of cold. 
Flocks retiring to the fold, 
Winter, with his wrioklfs old; 
Wmter, that yourself foretold 

When yoB gave us Caty-did. 

Stay securely in your nest ; 
Caty now, will do her best. 
All she can, to make yon blest ; 
But, you want no human aid — 
Nature, when she form'd you, said^ 
*• Independent you are made. 
My dear little Caty^id : 
Soon yourseir must disappear 
With the verdure of the year," — 
And to go, we know not where, 
Witb yoar song of Caty-did« 
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OX THE 



LAKE EXPEDITIONS. 



Where Niagara's airful roar 
Conviilsiye shakes the neighboring shore, 
Alarm'd I heard the trump of war, 

Saif legions Join ! 

And such a blast, of old, they blew, 
When southward from st. Lawrence flew 
The indian, to the english true, ' 

Led by Burgoyne. 

United, tken^ they saiPd ChamplaiTif 
United now, they march again, 
A land of freedom to profane 

With savage yell. 

For this they scour the mountain wood i 
Their errand, death, their object, blood : 
For this tliey stem thy subject flood, 

O strewn ^w^W 
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Who shall repulse the hireling host. 

Who force them back through snow and frost. 

Who swell the lake with thousands lost. 

Dear freedom ? say !— 

Who but the sons of freedom's land. 
Prepared to meet the bloody baud ; 
Kesolred to make a gaUant stand 

Where lightnings play. 

Their squadrons, arm*d with gun and sword. 
Their legions, led by knight and lord 
Have sworn to see the reign restored 

Of George, the goth ; 

Whose mandate, from a vandal shore, 
Impels tbe sail, <lirects the oar. 
And, to extend the flames of war, 

Employs them both. 
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RETALIATION, 

A MARINE ODE. 
~1814.-» 

. ^* Te powers wbo rule the westera gal^ 
Not '>»' the goJaen fleece we sail. 
Nor . et' on w »M ainbilioo's plan, 
But Tengeance gathers man with man. 

For vv^rongs which wearied patience bore. 
For slighted rules of legal war. 
We rr if our Qag, our sails display, 
And east north east explore our way. 

Let some assert, ten thousand poimd$ 
Would place our feet on british grounds^ 
And uige us onward to saint Jan^s 
To wrap his palaces in flames : 

A motire of so mean a cast 
Allures no mind, excites no breast ; 
From such reward we loathing turn ' 

And would at such a proffer spurn.. 

No — to retaliate on the foe, 
Free-wiird, we independent go, 
Our ship well maun*d, in war*s attire^ 
To light the sjcjes wit^ en|;|l^fffft. 
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November comes ! tis time to sail. 
The nights are long and brisk the z'Ae, 
Ant' England, soon, the odds may prore 
Between our hatred and our love." 



^ 



ON THE 



NAVAL ATTACK NEAR BALTIMORE, 



SEPTEMBER 14, 1814. 



The SODS of old ocean advanced from the bay 

To achieve an exploit of renown ; 
And Cochrane and Cockburn commanded, that day, 
And meant to exhibit a tragical play, 

Call'd, The plunder and burning of Baltimore 
town. 

The scenes to be acted were not very new. 
And when they approach *d, with their rat-tat-too» 

As merry as times would allow. 
We ran up the colors to liberty true. 
And gave them a shot, with a tow-row-dow. 

By land and by walet Y\o\^ TOaxi'^ Vsoye fail'd 
In attacking an enemas \o^\i^ 
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But britoiis tbey tell us, have always prevaird 
Wherever they marchM, or wherever they saiPd, 
To honor his majesty's sceptre and crown : 
Wherever they went, with the trumpet and drum* 
And the dregs x>f the world, and the dirt, and the 
scum, 
As soon as the mu^c begun. 
The colors were stnick, and surrender^ the town 
When the summons was given oi' down, down, 
down ! 

But fortune, so fickle, is turning her tide, 

And safe is old Baltimore town, 
Though Cockburn and Cochrane, with Ross at their 

side. 
The soas of Columbia des|>ised anddefy*d. 
And determined to batter it down ; 
Rebuffed and repulsed in di^race they withdrew, 
With their down, down, down, and their rat-tat-toe. 

As well as the times would allow : 
And the sight, we expect, will be not very new 
When they meet us again, with our tow-row-dow. 
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THE 



8UTTLER AND THE SOLDIER. 



" fFko would refuse this cheering tbrmight ?*• 
The suUler said, and saying, langh'd 
The solMer, theB, the liquor qtiaff*d, 

And felt r^ht bold. 

The guttler soon foresaw tbp rest. 
And thus the son of Mars addressed, 
** This brandy is the very best 

Ofall Pre sold. 

-•• The journey yon are bound to go. 
In former tiroes, I traveU'd too, 
When Arnold march*d, with lord knows who, 

To seize Quebec. 

*' And if he faiPd in that assault. 
It was not, sure, the brandy's fault ; 
The best, at times, may make a halt, 

Ay, break his neck. 
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*• Now hear a dotard of your trade :— 
Of old I lived by flint and blade. 
But, disregarded and decay'd, 

Pm nothing now. 

'* This leaky shed is not n^ own. 
And here 1 stay, unheard, unknown* 
Poor Darby, and without a Joan, 

Nor horse, nor cow. 

** But mend your draught — I have more to say : — 
Tou now are young, and under pay ; 
Be wam*d by me, whose hairs are grey ; 

The time will come 

* When you may find this trade of arms. 
The march, that now your bosom warms, 
Has little but illusive charms. 

Mere beat of drum : 

" But yet, in such a cause as this 
1 deem your ardor not amiss^- 
I know you are no hireling srviss ; 

Your country calls : 

•* And when she calls, you must obey ; 
For wages not — fig for the pay — 
Tis honor calls you out this day 

To face the balls. 

OL. II. I 
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'* Tou have to go where George Provost 
Has many a soldier made a ghost, 
Where indiaos many a prisoner roast 

Or seize their scalps. 

•' And what of that ? — mere fate of war — 
God grant you may have better fiire — 
€io, fight beneath a kinder star, 

And scoui^e the whelps. 

** They scarce are men — mere flesh and Mood- 
Mere ouran-outangs of the wood. 
Forever on the scent of blood, 

And deers at heart 

** When men, like you, approach them ii^» 
They make a yell, retreat, and fly : 
On equal ground, they never try 

The warrior's art. 

'* Then dare their strength — ^at honor's call 
Explore the road to Montreal, 
To dine, perchance, in Drummond's hall, 

Perhaps in jail. 

** Of all uncertain things below 
The chance of war is doubly so ; 
For this I saw, and this I know ;— 

Tet, do not fait 



b 
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** To live, for months on scanty fare. 
To sleep, by night in open air. 
To fight, and every danger share ; 

All these aivait. 

" But bear them all ! — wherever led. 
And live contented, though half fed : — 
A couch of stra^, and caavas shed 

Shall be your fate ! 

** And mhid the mark — remember me-^ 
When full of fight, ind full of glee, 
Be of your brandy not too free :-^ 

Ay» mind the mark I 

** Who drinks too much, the day he fights. 
Calls danger near, and de-ath invites 
To dim, or darken all his lights ;— - 

His noon is dark ! 

** It Is a friend in a stormy day ; 
Tlien brandy drives all care away. 
But, over done, it will betray * 

The wisest sage. 

*' Then strictly guard the full canteen — 
Its power enlivens every scene, 
And helps to keep the soul serene 

When battles rage. 



M FRENEAU'fi FOBMS. 

*^ This potent stuf^ if managed well* 
(And strong it is, the sort I sell) 
Can every doubt and fear expel. 

When prudence gnides. 

I *' Though mountains rise, or rocks intrude. 

This nectar smooths the roughest road. 
And cheers the heart, and warms the blood 

Through all its tides. 

** Then drhik you this, and more,** (he said. 
And held the pitcher to his head) 
** This drink of gods, when CwMfmede 

Hands round the bowl, ' 

** Will nerve the arm, and bid you go ^ 

Where prowls the vagrant Eskinuoi,* 
Where torpid winter tops with snow 

The darken'd pole,—*' 



'* Enough, enough !" — (the seii^eantsald) 
Now, suttler, he must go to bed— - 
See ! topsy-turvy goes his htSLyt ; 

I hear him snort.** 

''Since I know where to get my pay 
(The suttler answered rather gay) 
No matter what I said, or say — 

I've sold my quart.'* 

* Tfa^ savage inhabitants of Labrador, or New-Britain. 
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OR 



POLITICAL SERMONS, 



When parsons preach on politics, pray why 
Should declamation cease, if you go by ? 

We beard a lecture, or a scold. 
And, doobtful which it might be catl*d. 
Bat senseless as the bell that toird, 
And pleasing neither young nor old. 

We kept our seats amid the din, . 
Then quit thejield, with all our sin, 
Just as good as we went in. 

Tell me what the preacher said» 
Ye, who somewhat longer stay'd 
Till the last address was made : — 

Why, — he talk'dofruin'd states, 
Demagogues and democrates. 
Falling stars, and satan's baits. 

Did he mention nothing more ?^- 
Simply, what he said before — 
Repetitions, twenty score. 
I 2 



FRENEAU'S POFMS. 

His argiimpntE couM notliin^ prore. 
His text alarm'il tho sarrcil grore. 
His prajer displeased the powen! aborc. 

He. ttouM not pray for tbo!« wbo rale, 
Bui hoprd that in Belhftda't pool 
They uii might dip. to make theni cool. 

He ilfipnratcd blood and war, 
Its many loischierc did de))lntc 
Eivfpt when England mounts the ear. 

At cODgreta he had such a ffing. 
As plainly Ehow'd, he witfa'd a king, 
Mij'it here arrive, ob Vulture'* wing ; 

And that himself an hom might blow 
To Ehake our mo(!eni Jeritko, 
And bring its ramp-uls very loir. 

To englidi noteK hix psain was mng, 
TTIth politics the pulpit niog. 
And thrice was bellOH*d from his tongue, 
" Tkt preii^nt is ttlrtai/s wrong ! 

" Ht broi^tthese evils on onr land. 
And he nmst go— the time's at hand — 
With Bonaparte to take his stand." — 

Most not the wheels of late go oo ? 
lfi;stnotthelioo'stP<ith be drawn, 
Beamre it suits not Prestw Joto'.— 
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A Bifshop^s Lawn is such a prize, 
Such virtue in a mitre lies, 
Democracy before it flies. 

And these he hopeft, if George prevails, 
In time may hoist his shorteuM sails 
And waft him 90, with fortune's gakf. 

To gain by preaching, nett and clear, 
8ome twenty hundred pounds a year ; 
Which denaocrats would never bear. 

To England why so much a friend. 
Or why her cause with heat defend ?— 
There is, no doubt, some selfislfa^cnd. 

Dear Momus come, and help me lai;^ — 
This England is the stay and staff 
Of true religion — more than half ! 

She is the prop of all that's good, 
A bulwark^ which for ages stood • 
To guard the path and mark the road ! 

One proof of which can soon be brought. 
The temple raisM to Jaggertwut^ * 
And India to his temple brought. 

The temple of Jaggernaut, an idolatrous establishment in lur 
to the support of which the english governnieut contributed 
ly. The unwieldy idol, to w\ut\i \>i^\.«a\\j\% Ns^ \*J»Bafi«.Vv 
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To sec h(T luurderM, mangled sons. 
To \vorsbip idols, stocks, aud stoues. 
Or reliques of some scoundrers bones. 

And ** long may beaven on England smile— 

(So says our preacher, all the while) 

The world's last hope, last anchored isle 1" — 

Religion there is made no sport, 
State tailors there have deckt her out 
In a birth-day suit-r-to go to court !~ 



LINES OS 



NAPOLEON BONAPARTE. 



Napoleon, born for regal sway, 
With fortune in a smiling mood, 

To a Ibreign land explored his way. 
Where Cairo stands, or Memphis stood. 

\», on ceilain days, carried about tlie streets on a huge carriag 
under the wheels of which the superstitious multitude, it is salt 
suffer themselves to be trampled and crushed to pieced, by hui 
dreds, from a superstitious motive. If this be not fiction, may th 
hriiish government exert its influence to eradicate so barbaroi 
and bloody a supcrblKioti^vom VJat tcasAao^ \avllioas of idolatroi 
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And still he fought, and still she smiled, 
And urged him far, and spurr'd him on, 

« 

And on his march, at length beguiled, 
One thinking man to wear a crown. 

The crown attracted many a care, 

And war employ'd him, day and night , 

He by a princess had an heir 

Born to succeed him, or who might* 

Through russian tribes he forced his way, 
To blast their hopes and hurl them dowa 

Whose valor might dispute his sway. 
Or dispossess him of a crown. 

At last arrived the fatal time. 

When powerful tyrants, jealous'grown. 

Agreed to count it for a crime 
A commoner should fill a throne. 

European states, with England joinM 

To keep unmist the royal race. 
And let the famed Napoleon find 

A dotird might supply bis place, 



OW THE 



fe 



DISMISSION OF BONAPARTE 



FROM THE FRENCH THRONE. 



Famed Bonaparte, io regal pride. 
Put slighted Josephine aside* 
And wedded an imperial bride. 
Of fortune sure. 

But when be drooped, and when he fell, 
(I took mj pen and marked it well) 
This jilt of jilts, this austrian belle. 

No longer styled him, Mon Amour s 

Which iqean^, I think, my de^u'est heart, 
My love ! — but lovers often part 
When friendship does not point the dart. 
Nor fix the flame. 

And warning, hence, let others take, 
Nor love's decree for interest break ; 
{n mari'iage, too much lit^s at stake 
To slight i^ claim. 
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Retreating to the tuscan coast. 
An empire, wife, and fortune lost. 
He found the tUrone a dangerous post, 
And wars a cheat ; 

Where all, who play their game too deep, 
Must hazard life, and discord reap, 
Or throwB from grandeur's giddy steep, 
Lament their fate. 

Napoleon, with an empty chest ! 
An austrian princess must detest ; 
And yet, she wears upon her breast 
The painted toy ;* 

And often weeps, the story goes. 
That royal blood not wholly flows 
In erery yeiii, from head to toes, 
Of her dear boy. 

To Elba's isle she could not go— • 
The royal orders said *• No, no ! 
On Elba's island we bestow 

No royal throne :" 

And thus Napoleon, shored from power, 
Has many a lonely gloomy hour 
To walk on Elba's sca-bcat shore, 
Alone I alone ! 

^ A miolatHre picture of the late emperor Napoleon. 



\ 
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O save us from ambition's sway, 
Te powers, who tread the milky way » 
It will deceive, it will betray 
Niue out of ten. 

Napoleon's history let us read : 
In scienct he was great indeed— 
Ambition's lantern did mislead 

This prince of men :— - 

And yet, ambition had its nse. 
It checkM tlie royal game of gotntf 
And many a flagirant vile abuse 
Fell at his frown. 

But, doom'd to share immortal fame. 
Despotic powers will dread his name. 
Though he, p^ rhaps. was much the same. 
Raised to a throne ! 



\L^ 



( 105 ) 



THB 

BATTLE OF LAKE ERIE. 

SIPTEMBER 10, 1813« 

" To clear the lake of Perry's fleet 
And make his flag his winding sheet . 
This is my object — I repeat — " 

-^Said Barclay, flush'd with natiye pride, 
To some who serve the briti^ crown :— > 
But they, who dwell beyond the moon, 
Heard this bold menace with a frown, 

Nor the rash sentence ratified. 

Ambition so bewitchM his mind, 
And royal smiles had so comhine<1 
With skill, to act the part assigned 

He tor no contest cared, a stoaw ; 
The ocean was too narrow far 
To bo the seat of naval war ; 
He wanted lakes, and room to spare. 

And all to yield to Britain's law. 

And thns he made a sad mistake ; 
Forsooth he must possess the lake, 
is merely made lor England's «^ke 

To play her pranks and rule the roast; 

YOL. ir. K 
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Where slie might gorero, uiicontror4# 
An unmolested empire hold, 
And keep a fleet to fish up gold. 
To pay the troops of Geoige ProTost. 

The ships approached, of either side. 
And Erie, on his bosom wide 
Beheld two hostile navies ride. 

Each for the combat well prepared : 
The lake was smooth, the sky was clear, 
The martial drum had bani8h*<d fear. 
And death and danger hoverM near, , 

Though both were held in disregard. 

From lofty heights their colors flew, . 
And Britain*8 standard all in view. 
With frantic valor fired the crew . 

That mann*d the guns of queen Charlotte. 
** And we must Perty^s squiadrontake. 
And England shall command the lake ;— 
And you must fight for Britain's sak^, 

(Said Barclay) sailors, Will you not?*' 

Assent they gave with heart and hand ; 
For never yet a braver band 
To fight a ship, forsook the land, 

Than Barclay had on board that day ; — 
The guns, were loosed the game to win, 
Their muzzles gaped a dismal grin. 
And out they pnll'd their tompion pin. 

The bloody game of war to play. 
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But Perry soon, with flowing sail. 
Advanced, determined to prerail, 
When from his ball-dogs flew the hail 

Directed full at queen Charlotte. 
His wadded guns were aim'd so true, 
And such a weight of ball they threvf, 
As, Barclay said, he never knew 

To come, before, so scalding hot ! 

But still, to animate bis men 
From gun to gun the warrior raa 
And blazed away and blazed agaio-— 

Till Penry*s ship wa^half a wreck : 
They tore away both tack and sheet,—- 
Their victory might have been complete^ 
Had Perr^ not, to shun defeat 

In lucky moment letl his deck. 

Repairing to another post. 

From another ship he fou^t their host 

And soon regain'd the fortune lost. 

And down, his flag the briton tore : 
With loss of arm and loss of blood 
Indignant, on his decks he stood 
To witness Erie's crinison flood 

For miles around him, st2|.in'd with gore J 

Thus, for dominion of the lake 
These captains did each other rake. 
And many a widow did they make ;— 
Whose is the fault, or who toblam^?-? 
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The briton challenged with his sw«vdp 
The yankee took him at his irord. 
With spirit laid him close on board— 
They^re oon— be said — and cioicd the game. 



THE 



BATTLE OF LAKE CHAMPLAIN. 



SEPTEMBER 11, 1814. 



Between the british squadron, qf92 gum and ItfiD mM, 
and the american fleet nf S6 gum andZ20 men. T^u 
Cofifianee^ of 39 and the Sarat.ga, qf 26 ^fvfir, wen 
the flag ships qf the two commanders^ Donme ani 
Macdonough. 



Parading near saiot Peter's flood 
Full fourteen thousand soldiers stood ; 
Allied with natives of the wood, 
With frigates, sloops, and gallejrs near ; 
Which south fvard, now, began to steer ; 
Their object was, Ticonderogoe. 
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Assembled at Missisqui bay 
A feaiitthey held, to hail the day, 
When ail should bend to british sway 
From Plattsburgh to Ticonderogue. 

And who could tell, if reaching there 
They might not other laurels share 
And England's flag in triumph bear 
To the capitol, at Albany ! ! ! 

Sir George advanced, with fire and sword. 
The frigates were with vengeance stored, 
The strength of Mars was felt on board,— 
When Downie gave the dreadful word, 
Huzza ! for death or victory ! 

Sir George beheld the prize at stake. 
And, with his veterans, made the attack, 
Macomb's brave legions drove him back ; 
And England's fleet approach'd, to meet 
A desperate combat, on the lake. 

From isle La Motle to Saranac* 
With sulphurous clouds the heavens were black ^ 
We saw advance the Confiance, 
Shall blood and caitis^e mark her track, 
To gain dominion on the lake. 



A river which rises from several small lakes among the 
ntalos to the westward of Lake Champlain, and after a 
h easterly course of near seventy-five mile?, enters the g^nd 
la the vicimty o/Piattsburgh. 

K2 
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Then on our ships she poured ber flame, 
Anii many a tar did kill or maini. 
Who sufferVl for their coiiutry,*8 fiune. 
Her soil to saye, her rights to gaatd. 

Macdonoujirh, now, began hig pla^* 
And soon hl^ seaman heard him aj. 
No Saratoga yields, this day. 

To ail the force that Britain sends. 

*' Disperse, my lads, and man the waist. 
Be firm, and to your stations baste. 
And Kngiand from Champlain is chased. 
If you behare as you'll see me." 

The fire began witli awful roar ; 
At our first flash the artillery tore 
trom his proud stand, their commodore, 
A presage of the victory. 

The skies were hid in fia e and smoke, 
Such thunders from the cannon spoke. 
The contest such an aspect took 
As if all nature went to wreck ! 

Amidst his decks, with slaughter strew'd. 
Unmoved, the brave Macdonough stood. 
Or waded through a scene of blood, 

At eTery step that romid him stream*d : 
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He stood amidst Columbia's sons. 
He stood amidst dismounted guns. 
He fought amidst heart-rending groans* 
The tatter'd sail, the tottering mast. 

Then, round about, his ship he wore. 
And cliarged his guns with yengeancesore, 
And more than ^tna shook the shore— 
The foe confess'd the contest yain. 

In vain thej fought, in vain they sail'd* 
That daj ; for Britain's fortune fall'd* 
Jjid their best efforts nought avail'd 
To hold dominion on Cliamplain. 

So, down tiieir colors to the deck 

The vanquish'd struck — ^their ships a wreck— 

^hat dismal tidings for Quebec, 

What news for England and her prince ! 

For, in this fleet from England won, 
A farorite project is undone : 
Her sorrows only are begun— 
And she may want, and vei^ soon, 
Her armies for her own defence. 
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ON THE 



DEATH OF GENERAL ROSS: 

fVho had the principal command of the english army at 
the attack upon BaUim^re^ in which hefeU, while out 
with a reconnoittring party . 



Give them the sliadow of tlie cypress bough ! 

Xhe chief who cime our prowess to detj. 
Who came, to bind fresh laurels on his brow, 

>yho came, too sure to conquer uot to die : — 
Low lies the chief upon th* unconscious plain. 
The laureb wither, and bo wreathes remain. 

To kindle up your torch» ambition^s flame 

Heroic chief, had all its jQames supplied ; 
A monarches smiles, a never-dying name, 

The historian*s subject, and the soldier's pride ; 
Your native land with splendid trophies hung ; 
. Joy sparkling in the eye, and praise from eyery 
tongue. 

Deceived how much ! a name alone remains. 

Not yet complete in fame, nor ripe in years \ — 
ly/jat is the appUuse such Hurst of glory gains, 
1^.. IT'liich not the £ra7e regait^^ o\ N^^aTXiSL-ax^ *. 
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lo war's ff ild tumult, for a name he died, 
He tell, the victim of a monarch's pride. 

A country's rights, or freedom to defend 
May sooth the anguish of a dying hour, 

A ravaged land to succor or befriend. 
To bi-ave the efforts of a tyrant's power : 

These may console, when mad ambition's traio 

Fade from the view, or sooth the soul to vain. 



ON THB 

BRIGANTLNE PRIVATEER 
PRINCE DE NEUFCHATEL, 

Ordonneaux, commander^ which arrived at Boston some 
thne since, from a cruise of three months, chi^y in the 
english and irish channels, in which she captured thir^ 
teen or fourteen valuable prizes, to the amount^ it mas 
saidf qfmore thati a miUion qf dollars. 

Quid petis hicest.*— 'MArxial. 

What is wealth, that men will roam, 
Risque their all, and leave their homt, 
Face the cannon, heat the drum, 
And their lives so cheaply sell ! 
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Let them reason on the fact 
Who would rather think than act— - 
Their brains were not with morals racked 
Who manned the prince of Neufchatel. 

HaTing play*d a lucky game, 
Homeward, with her treasure, came 
This priTateer of gallant fame, 
Caird the prince of Neufchatel. 

Are the en^Jsh cru.^ers near 7 
Do they on the coast appear 
To molest this privat^r ? — 
— She shall be defeoHed well. 

Soon a frigate hore in sight :— 
As the wind was rather light, 
She, fire barges, out of spite. 
Sent, to attack, with gun and blade. 

On our decks stood rugged men. 
Little more than three times ten ; 
And 1 tremble, while my pen 
TeUs the havoc that was made. 

Up they came, with colors red. 
One a stern, and one a head- 
Shall I tell you what they said ? — 
Yankee? ! strike the bunthi rag 5 
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Three were ranged on either side- 
Then the ports were open'd wide. 
And the sea with blood was dyed ; 
Rain to the euglish flag ! 

• 

Now the angry «annons roar, 
Now they hurl the storm of war, 
Now in floods of human gore 
Swam the prince of Neufchatel ! 

Then the captain, Ordonneaur, 
Seconded the.j|{piiian'8 blow. 
And the remnaui^of the foe 
Own'd the brig dtfended welL 

For tbe million she contained 
He contended, Rword in hand, 
FollowM by as brare a band 
Of tars, as e^er. trod a deck. 

In these bloody barges, fiFe, 
Scarce a man was left alive, 
And about the seas they drire ; 
Some were sunk, and some a wreck. 

Every effort that they made 
With boarding pike, or carronade, 
Every effort was repaid. 
Scarcely with a parallel ! 

Fortune, thus, upon the wave, 
Crown'd the valor of the brave :— 
Little lost, and much to save, 
Had the prince ^i ^fsv\fe\MXs\. 
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THE TERRIFIC TORPEDOES :* 



OR, 



SIR THOMAS HARDY'S SOLILOQUY. 



*' Then traitor come ! as black revenge excitei, 
Extinguish all our claims with all mj lights! 
But keen remorse, which vengeful furies lead, 
Will act her part for this inhuman deed. 
How will her vultures on your . j^tals prey ! 
How will her stings our every death repay !— 
O nature ! is all sympathy a jest ; 
Art thou a stranger to the human breast ? 
Has manly prowess quit the abandon*d stageb 
Are midnight plots the order of the age ? 

** Where proud NenhLondon holds her flaming 
guide 
To steer Deoatur through the darksome tide, 

* It is a fact well ascertained that during a great part of the 
summer of 1814. the knight was under luch serious apprehensions 
of being blown up by the Torpedo men, that he enjoyed no sleep 
or rest for many nights together. With such feelings, and ond«r 
such impressions, ho {9 supposed to begin hU soliloquy abruptly, 
■nder all the emotions of horror, incident to such an occasion. 
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I stay too long ! what station can I find 
To shake distraction from a tortured mind ! 

r 

** Then, traitor, come ! yonr dark attack b^iny 
Renown'd inventor of the black machine : 
But mark ! — ^for when some future poet telb. 
Or some historian on the subject dwells. 
No word of praise shall meet the listening ear, 
Disgustful story, to repeat or hear — 
Was you, an infant, to a mother press*d. 
Or did ferocious tigers gi?e the breast — 
Did nature in some angry moment plan 
Some fierce hyena to degrade the man ? 
Resolve me quick, for doubtful while I stay 
These dark torr.edoes may be on their way. 
Does nature i. js her heaviest curse impart 
And will she give such countenance to art ?-»- i 
She gave you all that rancor could bestow* 
She lent her magic from the worldfbelow ; 
She gave yon all that madness could propose. 
And all her malice in your bosom glows ; 
She gave you sulphur, charcoal, nitre join'd ; 
She gave you not— a great and generous mind," 

So spok^ the knight, and slamm'd the door» 
And thus went on, with feelings ^rej 
** I relish not torpedo war : — 
Die when I will, or where I may, 
I would not choose so short a way : 
These twenty nights I did my best 
To diQl my eyes, and take my rest, 

VOL. II. L 
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But drowsy Morpheus might as weW 
Upon the main mast try bis^pell. 
No potion from the poppy's leaf . ' 

Can close ray lids ; — and, to be brief. 
This Fulton, with hb dashing plans. 
Distracts my head, my heart unmans : 
And, every night, I have my fears 
Of such infernal engineers ; 
Who, when I sup, or could I sleep 
INight row their wherry through the deep. 
And screw their engine to the keel. 
And blow us — where there's no appeal ; 
No question how, or wtiere we died. 
But how we lived, and how applied 
The little sense our heads contain 
To save our souls, and li?e again* 

** They, who support torpedo plans 
Should haye no plaudit for their pains ; 
Should be employ'd on dark designs. 
Explorers of peruvian mines ; 
Such have not felt the patriot glow, 
A feeling th»y could never know : 
For treasons they were surely made. 
Have princes slain and kings betrayed.—- 
Ye powers above ! and must I wait 
Till these prevail in every states 
Till pale disease, or shiveriqg age 
Drives such false patriots from the stage ! 

*' TiM^ chajtlain said he heard me saorer 
Biit many a tlb he told before ; 
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And if I snored, Vm satisfied 

Twras when nay eyes were open wide. 

** Torpedoes ! who contrived the wofd ? 
Torpedoes ! worse than gun or sword ! 
They are a mode of naval war 
We cannot have a relish for :— 
In all the chronicles I read 
Of former times, they nothing said 
Of such a horrible machine 
That would disgrace an algerine. 
And only yankees would employ, 
Not to distress, but to destroy. 

" What human eye, without dismay 
Can see torpedo-lightningN play ? 
What mortal heart, but dreads a foe 
That fights unseen from fields below ! 

What passion must that heart inspire 
That dives the sea, to deal in fire , 
What can he i'ear, I trembling ask 
Who undertakes the daring task ? 

** With engines of perdition spread, 
Ama^d, I seethe ocean's bed ! 
And find with rage, regret, despair, 
I have no power to meet them there ! 

*» Alack ! my nerves are on the rack'— 
They'n* hammering at the garboard streak ! 
S'nte yank'-e dog is near the keel ! 
Mo, sailors give the ship a Yie«\ *. 
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Go, diaplain, to the starboard diaim 
And ask the rascal what he means ? 
Who knows but FtUton*s self ii thert 
With all his dark iDfemal gear : 
Who knows but he has fix*d his screwy 
And left a maichn to fire the fuse*- 
Who knows, bnt in this Teiy hour* 
The Ramillies will be no more ! 
Will only live in empty fame. 
And I, myself, be but a name ! 

'* Should the torpedo take eikcU 
Her carcass will be worse than wreck'd » 
In scattered fragments to the sky 
This ship of ships will clattering fly : 
And then— ah, chaplain !— «li, what then ! 
Where will I be, and all my men ? 
And where will you a ]odgii^iind» 
A traveller on a gale of wind I 
And where will be the pretty maid 
That sweeps my floor and makes my bed ? 

Oh Fanny, Fanny ! must we.part ?^r 
Torpedoes ! — I am sick at heart !— 
How will the flames those lipsde&ce 1 
How will they spoil that blooming face ! 
How will they scorch your auburn hair^-? 
— Tou'li have your plagues, and I my share. 

And must I all my fears impart ; 

And Jo these guns my ship ensure f 
jlind must I ask my fluttering heart 

if on these deck& \ f^asA ««;^qs«^ 
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** Do, Fanny, go and boil some tea : 
Conoe httber, love, and comfort me : 
A glass of vrine ! my spirits sink ! 
The last perhaps that I shall diink !— * 
Or go— unlock the brandy case 
And let us have a dram a piece ;*— 
No matter if your nose is red, 
We shall be sober when we*re dead. 

*' In faDcy*s Tiew the mine is sprang, 
The rudder from the stern unhung, 
My valiant sailors torn asunder, 
The ship herself a clap of thunder. 
From fathoms down, a deadly blast 
Unbolts the keel, unsteps the mast» 
While FuU9n, with a placid grin 
Ezultmg, views the infernal scene ! 

The sails are Tanish*d, tack and clue, 
The rigging burnt, by lord knows who, 
The star that glitter' d on my breast 
Is gone to Davy JonesU chest ; 
The glorious ensign ofst- Geoi^e, 
Of Spain the dread,^of France the sconige. 
Is from the staff, unpitied, torn 
And for a cloak by satan worn : 
The Lion, mounted on the prow, 
To awe the subject sea below 
With flames that Lion is oppressM^ 
They will not spare the r<nfal frecwf .— — 
O vengeance ! why does vengeance fleep ?-<« 
The yards are scattered o'er Vkie i!e«^« 

L8 
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Our guns are buried in the seas, 
And thus concludes the Bjimillies ! 

'* The world, f think, can witness beai" 
My name was nerer stain'd by fear : 
At least. the british fleet can say 
I never shunnM tlie (ace of clay : 
But FuUon''8 Mack, infernal art — 
Has stamped me — coward— to the hear| ^ 

** When Nelson met the Spanish fleetgr 
And every pulse for conquest beat; 
At Nelson's side I had ray stand ; 
When Nelson fell I took comnoand : 
Not Etna^s self, with all her flames— 
Vesuvius — such description claims ; > 
Not Hecla^ in her wildest rage, 
Does with such flres the heaven<i engage, 
I As on that day, in mourning clad, 
Was thundered from the Trinidad.* 

'* And yet, amidst that awful scene, 
1 stood anhurt, composed, serene ; 
Though balls, by thousands, whistled lound^ 
N^ot oue had leave to kill or wound — 
But here ! in tliis torpedo war 
I perish, with my glittering star. 
The laurels that adorn my brow — 
My laurels are surrendered now. 

* The Santa Trinidada, the Spanish admirars ship, of 1l2 guM 
from the miecn top of w\uc\\ aLdmvwX^eX^wvwwi mortally wound*. 
Oed by a musket shot. k\ic^\\w?itwiaii\ws^>V»?«»ew^Nfi^ 
fjeatii wound from the Redttublal»U,Vi<^.^OcinV. 
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O Fanny ! these envenora'd states 
Have doom*d our deaths among the rats. 
In one explosion, to the sky 
Our chaplain* rats, and sailors ftf , 

*' To deal in such inhuman war 
Is more than englLsh blood can bear ; 
It brings again the gotliic age. 
Renews that period on the stage. 
When men against the gods rebeird, 
And Ossa Was on Pelion piled : 
Thetrqjan war, when Diomede 
In battle, made fair Venus bleed ; 
Or, when the giants of renown 
Attempted Jove's imperial crown :— r 
From such a foe, before we meet. 
The safest way, is to retreat. 
To leave thi^ curst anhieky shore 
And come to trouble them no more. 

** But, should it be my fate to-night; 
Not to behold to-morrow's light 
But mingle with the vulgar dead, 
With all my terrors on my head — 
Should such a fate be mine, I say. 
Dear tanny you must lead the way ; — . 
You are the saint that will atone 
For what amiss I might have done : 
If such as vou will intercede 
The chaplain may B.fiirlow plead. 
While you and I in raptures go 
Where stonoj winds ao \ou^t ^>V>>R v ' 
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Where guns are not, to died our blood«i 
Or if there be, are made of wood ; 
Where all is iove, and no one hates ; 
No falling kings or rising states ; 
No colors that vre must defend^ 
If sick, or dead, or near our end ; 
Where ^ankees are admitted not 
To hatch their danm*d torpedo plot : 
Where you will have no beds to make. 
Nor I be doom'd to lie awake." 



ON THS 

ENGLISH DEVASTATIONS 

▲T THE 

CITY' OF WASHINGTON. 

Their power abused ! that power may soon descend : 
Teatrs, not remote, may see their glory end :— 
The british power, the avaricious crown, 
Pnird every flag, hurrd every standard down ; 
Columbian ships they seized on every sea, 
Conderan'd those ships, nor left our sailors free. — 
So long a tyrant od the watery stage, 
Tliey thought to tyrannize through every age ; 
They hoped all commetceXo xonit^v^Vvu^; 

;;. Bampe^ at sea, tbfsy afSecV»d\ft<i»s^>i»; 

f- 

r 
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They lau^h'dt at France contending tor a share 
Of commerce, one would think, as free as air. 
They captured most, t^ithout renoorse or p|M^ 
And grew as proud as arrogance could be. . ^ 

Stung by a thousand wrongs, at length arose 
The Western StaUs, Uiese tyrants to oppose. 
With just resentment, met them on the main* 
And burnt, or sunk their ships, with hosts of slaJB. 

The blood ran black from every english heait 
To see their empire from the seas depart. 
To see their flag to thirteen stripes surrender. 
And many an english ship made fire and tinder ; 
They swore, they raged ; they saw, with patieqce spent, 
Each iast engagement had the same eyent--T- 
What could they do ? revenge inspired their breasts. 
And heirs sensations seized their swelling ctasts."^ 
All to rerepge, to Maryland they came, 
And costly works of art assailM with flame ; 
In Washington they left a dismal Toid,— ^ 
Poor compensation for their ships destroy M '— 
fVe bum, nhere guns their frigates poorly guard ; 
JJuy burn, nhere scarce a gun is seen or heard ! 



TRANSLATED 

; TBI THIKD BOOK OF LUCBBTIUH* i£ flOAlTa reiHil, 
OE, 05 THE HATCEB OF THI50t. 

SHI iptar mors est ; ad nos neque pertioct hilum, 
^uaodo quidem patura animi mortalif habctur, t[c. 

If dies the miod, as bodies die. 
Tell me, mortal, tell me why 
F(ir the aee» yon fore^e 
Such an aozious care should be ? 

Long before oar natal day 
In secure repose we lay. 
In the elements immersed. 
In the moistening clouds dispersed ; 
Scattered through the mighty void. 
With the Hriiids we were employ'd ; 
In the seeds of plants we stay*d, 
In the ocean's depths we strayM ; 
With the elements combined, 
To tlie elements confined, 
ScatterM through our mother earth 
Till their union gaTe us birth. 

* This nervous roman author, writ \m work many 
fore tbe light of Christianity liad given a better insight 
^iicerBs the fhtare stale of man. 
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Then we knew nor suffer'd pain-^ 
Will it be the case again ? — 
Does the soul, indeed, revive 
In some future state to live ?— • 

When the Carthaginian arms 
To our fathers gave alarms. 
When the world was in a tremour, 
Doubtful who would own or claim her ; 
W< , who live, perceived it not. 
Where they conquerM, where they fought. 

UnattainM the human rank. 
All was then, tons, a blank ; 
All was nothing ! — ^how they raged. 
Where they perishM, where engaged — 

We who live, perceived no more 
Ol that Carthaginian war. 
Of theu' murders, rage, or scorn 
Than the nations yet unborn. 

When our boiies are disjoin'd. 
Once uncoupled from the mind. 
Grief, or pain, we shall not know. 
All must to oblivion go ! 
With the elements again 
Is our prospect to remain i 
In oblivion's passive state, — 
So decreed the words of fate ; 

There be scattered, there be tossed, 
Disunited— -never lost— 
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We shall not feel, we shall not 
Merely, suice we shall not b€. 



Souls aod bodies, wheo tliey join 
Make what we ourselves define ; 
Nothing else on nature's plan. 
Makes the individual, man : 
Souls, in a divided state. 
Nothing can to us relate ;— 
Souls and bodies, when conjoined. 
Constitute the human kind. 

When the dream of life is done* 
Animation lost and gone. 
Should tliese atoms, now we claim^ 
Leap once more into one framet 
Ranged precisely as before 
The J would not the ^Zf restore. 
The same being, would not bring ; 
All ffovLD bb aitotbbr thinb. 
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THE TWO GENU ; 



\n8sed to a young lady, of. a consumptive MbM, de- 
mUngfrom New-York, by sea, f or Souih-CaroUna^ in 

— 1805— 



Among the dreams of Plato's brain. 
Which some have read, but few explain. 
One dream was on the mind impress'd 
As more attractive than the rest ; 
As such, at least, it struck my vievr. 
And may be false, or may be true. 

He says, that on our natal day 
Two different spirits take their way. 
One from above, and one below. 
And on our lives their cares bestow ; 
In all our steps our ways attend. 
And one a foe and one a friend. 

The power benign, from seats of bliss, 
' Inclints us not to do amiss ; 
And often warns, with words unheard. 
In virtue's path our step« to guard, 
Not to displease the heavenly guest. 
Or wound the God within the breast ; 
tt4 fi. M 
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She sta js the arm, restraios the stroke, 
PreTents the word that might be spoke 
Id anger*s haste, to fire theveiiis. 
To shed the blood that life sustains, 
And bring them to a shameful end 
Who keep on passion no cemmaod. 

What lies beyond our power to shon* 
Herself she kindly takes upon ; 
In midnight dangers, all unseen. 
Ourselves and death she stands between^ 
In war she moves, with tender care 
To shield the breasts that honor her. 
The bead protects, the heart inspires 
To disregard the fiercest fires ; 
She walks supreme where thousands fall. 
Commands the sword, directs the ball, 
Wit& every kind protection paid 
To those deserving of her aid. 

Upon the deep she keeps afloat. 
Where yet she never dipt her foot ; 
She there commands the swelling sail ; 
She there controls the fiercest gate. 
And brings m safety to the shore 
All those she has a value for ;: — 
For them she acts, fi)r them she moves, 
Thns ^ards the steps of all she loves. 

To those engaged on base designs, 
Wht^re madness drives, or vice inclines; 
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She DO attention to them pays, 

But leaves them to their crooked ways : 

If they resort to folly's ^ate, 

She sighs ! and leaves them to theur fatt. 

She comes id dreams, such is her povreF, 
To entertain the midnight hour ; 
In these she paints the heavenly scenes. 
Of solar groves and so\9r plains, 
And ail that t^nrj^ "can design 
To represent a state divine. 
Where, in the sun, or morning star, 
Or in some planet, brighter far. 
Removed from care, removed from paia, 
She comes to Join yon once again ! 

The genius of the different kind 
Inspires all malice in the mind : 
His ways are death ! he gives the word. 
Ami discord lifts the murdering sword : 
Tlie dreams he sends, with horrid art, 
Dismay the soul, distract the heart : 
The paths of night he, dreary, treads. 
And all he sajrs to ruin leads — 
He never dared your mind to sway, 
ApproacbM you not by night or day-^ 
Let him his wicked course pursue ; — 
I turn from him to talk with you. 

May the kind genius on you wait. 
And guard you to your nativi state. 
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Too are no stranger to her powers 
Ber inlkieDce meets you ererj hour ; 
She knew you wel) in seasons past. 
And maj she knew jou to the last. 
Then meet jou on celestial ground 
Where care, nor grief* nor pain is fennd. 

So hopes the bard, wh» saw you sail 
From Hudsofi's s^k^^ with ApriPs gale : 
May he, who bids the 6u&ira$ #cpread« 
The pilot of the decks you tread. 
With every care conduct yon safe. 
Avoid the rock, avoid the reef ;t-' 
The genius ot your natal day ' 

Will aid him on the watery way : 

May favoring wiBd& his canvas kiss 
And waft you to the lap of bliss^- 
Still may he shun the UaUerat shoal. 
The breakers that on Look-oui roll— • 
Avoid Cape Fear, his dangerous Pan ; 
Avoid the dangers of Romdn, 
Till safe arrived at Charleston Bar 
Ton meet a kind reception there— ^ 



Mk 
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HYPOCHONDRIAC. 



Underneath a cypress shade 
In a shabby coat array *d, 
Stood a Tnan^ of thirty years, 
Often shedding many tears ; 
His arms were folded on his breast, 
And all aboiit him lookM distrest ; 
His face was of a wofiil cast, 
He only spoke of what was past I 
Musing with himself, alone,. 
Intermingled, many a groan ; 
Then observed, with many a sigh, 
To an axe-man, passing by : 

** The world abounds with pain and car^ 
And I have more than I can bear ; 
The dreams of death attend my sleep. 
Bine devils hourly near me creep ; 
The fiends of night around me fly ; 
At times I almost wish to die, 
And quit this sublunary state 
Which, from my very soul, I hute : 
RuinM twice, and twice prrplext, 
f knew not where to turn me next ; 

312 
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Tvrice they had me fast in jail ; 
N«t a man would be mj bail ; 
The sheriff sold mj little farm ! 
I have no fire, to keep me warm ; 
• I long to see such tronble cease. 
And sleep with them who sleep in peace." 

The axe-man, with indignant frown. 
And Text enough to knock him down. 
To the man about to die 
Sneering, made thiH»rief repi j : 



** Whj, you lubber, such a clamor ? 
Here's the axe, and there's the hammer. 
Here's the hoe, and there's the spade— 
If yon are of these afraid. 
Turn your eye towards the shorCt 
There'9 the iioat, and there's the oar — 
Here's the log, and there's the we<^, 
Here^s the beetle, there's the sledge : 
Look about you, where you will. 
On the plain, or on the hill, 
In (he wood, or on the moor 
Grows the physic for your cure. 
See the thresher with his flail — 
Do like him, and nothing ail— ^ 
If a while you take his place, 
The world will wear a better face ; 
The sheriff will upon you smile. 
The jail be distant, many a mile ; 
Every day will hare it^ chanof , 
Nothing's goiby folded vps* 



f» 
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SIR PETER PETRIFIED : 



i^ THE MODERN SIR PETER PARKER'S EXPEDI- 
TION' TO KENT ISLAND, IN CHESAPEAKE BAV. 

-1814— 



Sir Peter came, with bold iotent, 
To persecute the men of Kent 

His flag aloft displajM : 
He came to see their pleasant farms. 
But Tentured not without his arms 

To talk with man or maid* 

And then the gallant colonel Reed 
Said, ** we most see the man indeed; 

He comes perhaps in want — 
Who knows but that his stores are out • 
Tls hard to dine on mere sow kroutf 

His water may be scant.*' 

He spoke — but soon the men of Kent 
Discover'd what the errand meant. 

And some, discouraged, said, 
** Sir Peter comes to petrify, 
(Te points his guns, his colors fly. 

His men for war array 'd !*' 
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Secure, as if they own'd the land. 
Advanced this daring naral band. 

As if in days of peace ; 
Along the shore they, provrling, went. 
And often ask'd some friends in Kent 

Where dwelt the fattest geese ? 

The farmers' geese were doom*d to bleed; 
But some there were, with colonel Reed, 

Who would not yield assent ; 
And said, before the geese they takc» 
Sir Peter must a bargain make 

With us, the boys of Kent. 

The britons march*d along the shore. 
Two hundred men, or somewhat more ; 

Next, through the woods they stray'd : 
The geese, still watchfnl, as they went, 
To save thecapitol of Kent 

Their every step betray'd. 

The british march*d with loaded gim 
To seize the geese that gabbling run 

Abont the isle of Kent : 
But, what could hardly be believed, 
Sir Peter was of life bereaved 

Before he pitch'd his tent. 

Some kentish lad, to save the geese. 
And make their noisy gabbling cease 
Had took a deadly aim : 



^ 
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By kentisb hands sir Peter fell, 
His men retreated, with a yell 
And lost both geese and game ! 

N€fw what I saj, I say with grief, 
Hiat such a kuight, or such a chief 

Oq such ao errand died ! ! ! 
When Boeii ot worth their liTes expoM 
For little things, where little grows ^ 

They make the very geese their foes ; 

The geese his CUl deride : 

And, wre, they laugh, if laugh they can. 
To see a star and garter'd man 
For life of goose expose his own. 
And bite the dost, with many a groan-^ 

Alas I a gander ciyM — : 
** Behold, (said he,) a man of fame 
Who ail the way from England caoM 
No more than just to get the aaoie 

Of FXTER PETairiBD I" 
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▲ TERRAPIISr IN THE WOODS, 



OH HAD A. D. 1756 MARKED ON THB BACK Of 

SHELL. 



Solas in sicca secum spatiatur Arena.— ——▼uw. 



The date informs me jon have stray*d 
Full fifty years through snn and shade, 
Throug:h wet and dry, and heat and cold<— 
But how much more we are not told : 
The secret you to none relate. 
How old you were before the date— 
For aught that of decay appears 
You may have seen an hundred years ; 
And yet tis somewhat strange to say. 
You have not yet a speck of grey. 
While maay a wight of human germ 
Beibie existing half the term. 
As grey as badgers to the eye 
proclaim their winter tmie is nigh. 
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How have you held it out so well, 
So long the tenant of a shell ? — 
How have you chanced to live so long 
Tour shell is neither thick nor strong. 
That once a prisoner you have been 
Is from the mark distinctly seen 
And *cross your back there passed a knife 
That might have robb*d you of your life. 
The mark has made a full confession 
That some one bad you in possession. 
Supposed you hardly worth the eating* 
And so he writ a license, greeting — 
He gave you, with a liberal heart, 
His free permission to depart. 
On one condition set you free. 
To show your mark to all you see — 

How like a pedlar with his pack !— - 
Your carry all upon your back ; 
And yet, how sad it is to tell 
You have not two pence worth to sell * 
Your bide is of the flinty kind, 
By nature for your house design'd ; 
In this enclosed, you sleep secure 
Though frosts congeal or torrents pour. 
It covers you from snow and rain. 
And serpents menace it in vain. 

Thrice happy terrapin ! when taken 
You hide your head, to save your bacoi^ : 
Your shell is like the trojan wall , 
That guarded Priam, sons; apd all ; 
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Tn which had gallant Hector stayed 
He might ha?e shuim'd the grerian bbde, 
Have RhuDo*d the last deciding blovft 
And bid Achilles kiss — his toe. 

YoQ are a prisoner once again ; 
Bnt fear me not — I Iceep do chain. 
Since noUring you request of me 
I leave you safe, and leave you fiee 
To crawl the valley or the plain 
And be as happy as you can. 
Tour habitation is this wood. 
And here you find supplies of fiMid : 
Tour beverage is the forest stream, 
Tou sleep with no uneasy dream. 
Kind nature will not let you want ; 
Enough at hand, and nothing scant. 
She spreads your table, all complete. 
Enough to drink, enough to eat. 

Poor solitary terrapin, 
I leave you sound in shell and skin, 
I stopt yoor w^k; but set you down 
Just as I found you-*live unknown ; 
The forest is a sure resource- 
May no one ever treat you wotk *. 
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tSr MVMO&r •F^ 



JAMES LAWRENCE, ESQUIRE, 

feife tommasniin qfthe United States frigate Ckeiopeaki^ 
mkofellin the action, witktke british ship qf war 
SAonnofi, June lit. 1813. 



-Semper honoratam habebO' ■ ■ ' W na, 



To lift his name to high renown 
His native merits led the way ; 
. His muroing sun resplendent shone 
Till clouds obscured the fading ray : 
His country's voice his worth confessed. 

His country's tears disclose the realty 
In buttle brave, his lofty mind 

Aspired to all that fame relates 
Of those, who on her page we find 
Oefemlers of insulted states : 
Of all who fought, or all who fell^ 
The noblest part he copied well. 

For LAWRENCE dead, his Jersey moumi^ 
With tearful eye laments the dagr 

TOli. II. N 
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WheD all the worth that men adonif 
Ooe fatal moment snatch*d away ! 
Oq honor's bed his doom he foand. 
In honor's cause, the deadly wound. 

To what Tast heights his mind aspired. 

Who knew him best can best relate :- 
A longer term the cause requiried 
That urged him to an earlj fate : 
But HE, whose fires illumed his brea 
Knew what was right and what was I 

His country to her breast recelYCS 

His mangled form, and holds it dear ; 
She plants her marble, while she grievet. 
Where all, who read, might drop a tear 
And say, while memory calls to mind 
The chief, who with our worthies shined 
Here laWrence rests, his country's prid 
On Talor's decks who fought and died ' 
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ON THE 

BRITISH BLOCKADE, 

«> EXPECTED ATTACK ON WbW-YORK-— 1814. 

Old NeversiDk,''' with bonnet blue. 
The present timtis may surely rue 
When told what England means to do : 



Where from the deep his he^d he rears 
The din of war salutes his ears, ] 

That teazed him not for thirty years. 

He eastward ly ks towards the mam 
To see a noisy nayal train 
Invest his bay, our fleets detain. 

What can be done in such a case ?•— 
His rugged heights the blast must face, 
The storm that menaces the place. 

The highlands, a little .southward of Sandy -Hook ; being s^ 
t of bold high country, several thousand acres in ex- 
; to the southward of which there is no land that may be 
led mountainous, on the whole coast of the United States to 
e Florida. The real aboriginal name of this remarkable pro** 
tory was Navesink^ smcecvrropted into N«veniiik. 
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With tents I see his moantain sprei^ 
The soldier to the summit led» 
And cannoD planted on his head : 

From Shrewsbtirj beaqb to Stand j Hook 
The country bait a martial look* 
And quakers skulk in every nook.-— 

What shall be done in such a case ^'^ 

We ask again with woful face 

To sare the trade and guard the place Q 

Where mounted guns the ports securt, 
The cannon at the embrasurCt 
Will british fleets attempt to moor ? 

Perhaps they may — and make a dasb. 
To fill their pockets with our cash— 
Their dealings now are ratJier harsb. 

They menace to assail the coast 
With such a fleet and such a host 
As may devour U9 — boil'd orroast^ 

Their feelings are alive and sore 
For what they got at BaUimore^ 
When, with disgrace, they left the shore. 

And will revenge it, if they can, 
On town and country, maid and man-— 
all they fear is FV].T«if 's plan ; 
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Torpedoes planted in the deep. 
Whose blast may put them all to sleep, 
Or gbostify them at a sweep. 

Another scheme, entirely new. 

Is hamxnering on his anvil too. 

That frightens christian, turk, and jew. 

A frigate,! mounting thirty six ! — 
WhoVr with her a quarrel picks 
Will little gejt but cufis and kicks 3 

A frigate meant to sail by steam ! — 
How can she else but torture them. 
Be proof to all then: fire and flame. 

A feast she cooks for England's sons 
Of scalded heads and broken bones 
Discharged firom iron hearted guns. 

Black Sam | himself, before be died* 
Such SUPPERS never did provide .— 
Such dinners roasted, boiPd, and fry*d. 

To make a brief of all I said — 
If to attack they change blockade 
Their godships will be well repaid 

fbe steam frigate fllton thk nasT : Qui me percellit mor- 
t)etiir — who strikes at me to death is doomed ! 
character wf^ll known in New-York several years since, re- 
:able for elegance and luxuricui refinement! in the art of 
jry. ' 

N2 
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With watei, soalriinjg; from the pot» 
With melted Irad and flaming shot, 
With vollies of— 1 know not what. 

The british lads wit] be so treated : 
Thoir wooden walls will be so heated. 
Their ruin will be soon completed. 

Our citizens shall stare and wonder — 

The Neversihk repel thrir tbnnder 

And cocutuRN miss a handsome plunder. 



THEODOSIA 

IN THE MORNING STAR. 

Hie fatal and penfidious barque ! 

BuiU in the eclipse, and rigg'd mUh curses dark. 

That sunk so low that angel form qf' tkine I 

The morning star, resplendent in the east. 
May be our itation, when from life released. 

Tempestuous cape ! how &tal proved the daj 
When from thy shores the faithless ship withdrew, 
Yet, prosperous gales impelPd her on her way 
Till the broad caaras Taoish^d from the view. 
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Long oa that height the pensive fViends remainM 
Till ocean's curveiconceal'd h^r from the eye, 
And all was hope that she her port attained 
Ere ten more suns ill tuned the morning sky. 

Fond friends ! false hope ! no pert beheld her come 
With floiring sheet, to meet the pilot's sail : 
No pilot met her on the Atlantic foam— 
What con Id the pilot, or his art, avail ? 

Detested barque ! nor art thou yet arrived^*- 
Nor wilt thou come ! three years are roll'd away I 
You, Theodosia of her life deprived, 
You sunk her from the cheerful beams of day ! 

Where dost thou rest, with her whose genius rose 
Above her sex — ^for jKsience so renown' d-<- 
But does her spirit in the deep repose 
Or find new mansions on celestial ground ? 

That soars above to heights unknown before. 
Where all is joy, and lifci that never ends ; 
Where all is rapture, all admire, adore ; 
Immortal nature, with angelic friends. 

Oh ! shed no more the tears of sad regret; 
The hymns of joy, the lofty verse prepare— 
Her briny doom, the ingnlphing wave forget 

For THEODOtIA IN THE MORNIRO STAB. 
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ON TBE €APTUBK OF TBC^ 



UNITED STATES FRIGATE ESSEX, 



(y thirty-tmo guns, David Porter, €sq. commander, in 
the neutral port of Falparisso, on the coast ofChUi, in 
South America, January, 1814, 63^ the british frigate 
Phabt capt. HUlyer, of forty-nine guns, and tht 
Cherub of thirty-two guns, 

** All the devils were there, and hell was empty !** 

From cniiiicing near the souibern pole 
Where wild antarctic oceans roll. 
With a gallant crew, a manlj soul. 

Heroic porter came. 
Then, weathering round the stormy cape,* 
And facing death in eyery shape, 
Which ANSONJ hardly could escape, 

(So says the page ot'lame.) 

* Cape Horn : being the moat southern extremity of the IsUnd 
of Terra del Fuego, wliich is separated from the continent of A- 
nieripaby the streights of Magellan, lat. 5&* S. Long. 67® 26* west 

+ See lord Anion's voyage round the world between 1740 and 
1744, by his chaplain, the rev. Richard Walter. The terrors 
and danscers of a winter pa<»sage round Cape Horn into the Wes- 
tern Ocean, are depicted in that work by a masterly hand, who. 
"ras Witoeai to the scene 
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Me made the high ch\Jit%ia,n, coast, 

The Andeis, half in vapor lost. 

The Andes, topped with snow and frosl; 

Eternal winter's reign ! 
Then, to the rugged western gale, 
H(^ spread the broad Columbian sail ; 
And, F'alparisso, thj fair vale 

Received him, with his men* 

There, safely moor'd, his colors fly, 
Columbia's standard waved on high ; 
Th« neutral port, his friends, were nigh : 

So gallant poRTsa thought ; 
Nor deem'd a foe would heave in sight 
Regardless of all neutral right ; 
And yet, that foe he soon must fight. 

And fight them as he ought. 

His Essex claim'd his fondest care. 
With her he every storm could dare, 
With her, to meet the blast of war. 

His soul was still in trim : 
In her he cruised the northern main, 
In her he pass'd the burning line, 
In her he all things could attain. 

If all would act like him» 

At length, two hostile ships appear. 
And for the port they boldly steer-^ 
The Phcebe first, and in her rear 

Thf Cherub, all seeurcv 
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• 

They loomed as ^y as for a dance, . 
Or ladies painted in romance — 
Do, mind bow boldly they advance. 

Who can their fire endure ! 

« 

The Phoebe mounted forty nine-^ 
All thought her on some grand design — 
Does she (Uom the fight decline ? 

Say, captain Hillyer, say ? 
The Cherub's guas were thirty two— 
And, Essex ! full a match for you-^ 
Yet to her hoU companion true, 

• She hugg'd her close, that day. 

Ye powers, that rule the southern pole \ 
Are these the men of english soul ? 
Do these, mdeed, ttie waves control ? 

Are these the ocean's lords ? 
Though challenged singly to the fight 
(As Porter, Hillyer, did invite) 
These men of spunk, these men of might, 
. Refused to measure swords ! 

What, fight alone ! bold Hillyer said — > 
I will not fight without my aid-— 
The Cherub is for war array'd. 

And she must do her share ! 
Now PORTER saw their dastard plan — 
To fight them both was surely vain ; 
We should have thought a man insane 

That would so madly dare. . 
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Then, hands on deck ! the anchors weigh ! 
— And for the sea he left the bay, 
A running fight to have that day. 

And thus lescape his foes. 
But oh ! — distressing to relate — 
As round a point of land he beat 
A squall from hell the ship beset, 

And her maintopmast goes ! 

Unable to attain that end. 

He turns toward the neutral friend. 

And hoped protection they might lend, 

But no protection found. 
In this distress, the foe advanced — 
With such an eye at Essex glanced ! 
And such a fire of death commenced 

As dealt destruction round ! 

With every shot they raked the deck, 
Till mingled ruia seized the wreck : 
No valor could the ardor check 

Of England's martial tars ! 
One hundred men the Essex lost : 
But Phoebe found, and to her cost. 
That PORTER made them many a ghost 

To serve in Satan's wars. 

Ob, clouded scene ! — yet must I tell 
Columbia's flag, indignant, fell*- 
To Essex, now, we bid farewell ; 

?ihe wears the english flag ! 



i 
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But TANKESs ske has none on board 
To }ioiut the gun or wield the tword ; 
And though commanded by a lord 

They'll hare no canae to br^. 



STANZAS 



On robbing a bee hive in a warm day in the manU 

March 1814. 



[The subsequent stanzas were written by a young lady of 
tten, and are inserted in this work at her particular requesi 



Tell me, bees, why did you roam 
And no one leave, to guard your home. 

To tell, you were alive ? 
Some wicked demon led me hence. 
Through the snow and o*er the fence 

To rob yoiu" lonely hive I 
I rattled at your door so loud; 
But none appeared of your vast crowd. 

To stay my ha&ty hand : 
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Your little waxen cups so sweet ! — 
The more delicious was the treat. 
The more did I demand. 

I, pillaged all your little store, 

And then besieged your cell for more ; 

And what have I to tell ! 
I met your busy fluttering band — 
An empty hive, and frozen land — 
Tou now must leave your cell ! 

Ah no ! your honey I restore ; 
And favors I will grant yon more ; 

Then, stay with me, and live. 
Of your numerous insect host 
The honey-bees I prize the most. 

Such nectar sweets they give ! 

I'll plant gay roses round your seat 
To screen you li*om the sumnoer's heat. 

Or sip them, at your will. 
Sweet Flora will resume her reign, 
Her f ivors you may court again, 

And be most happy still ! 

Helena. 



DL* II. O 
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ON THE 



LOSS OF THE PRIVATEER BRIGANTINE 



GENERAL ARMSTRONG, 



Captain Samuel C, Hetd, of Nerv-York, rvhich saUti* 
fmm Sandj/ Hook, on a cruise^ the ninth of September, ' 
1814, and on the 2^th cmne to anchor in the ro$ii^' 
Fayal^ one of the Jsores^ or Western fsfands, a neu' 
tralport helonglns^ to the cronm of Portugal, Skt Qn> 
chnred in thai port for the yurpf'se cfpr '^curing a nif* 
ply of fresh water, when she was attacked rv ih^' hrHvk 
ship qf nar Planta genet, qf^ 74 guns, capt, Lloyd; the 
Rota frigate of .--6 guns, and the armed national br^; 
Carnation, q/*18 !;uns, a7id many barges of coiisiden- 
blefnrce^ all of which she repulsed, with an immeum 
slarghter, and ivas then scuttled and sunk f:y order qf 
Captain Heid, to prevent her falling into the hands tf 
the enemy. 

The Armstrong arrived in the port of Fayal, "■ 
And her actions itt' valor we mean to recall ; 
Brave Reid, h«r commander, bis valorous crew. 
The heroes that aided, his officers, too. 
Shall it fall to tlieir lot 
To be basely forgot ? 
O no I H'hile a bard has a y^^ ^^ command 
Their Ikme shall resonuO^ \iKw^^««*'^^»sk^^»^* 



PRIVATEER GENERAL ARMSTRONG. 155 

In the road of Fayal, when their anchors were east. 
The british were watehing to givr th-'^m a blast ; 
Not far from the port, for destruction sharp set. 
Lay the Rota, Carnation, and Plantagcnet : 

With a ship of the line 

Did a frigate combine, 
And a brig of great force, with her boats in the rear, 
To capture or burn one New- York privateer I 

Four boat^ from the brig were dl^patch*d in great haste. 
And onward they came, of the Armstrong to taste ; 
To taste of her powder, to taste of her ball. 
To taste of the death she must hurl on them all ! — 

They came in great speed, 

And with courage, indeed. 
Well maim*d and well 9m*d — so they got along side, 
Destruetion their motto, damnation their guide. 

^ow the Armstrong, with rengeance, had open'dher 

fire, * 
And gave them as much as they well could desire ; 
A scere of them fell — full twenty fell dead — 
Then quarters ! they cried, and disgracefully fled .-'— 

To their ships they returned 

Half shattered and burned — 
Not quite in good humor, perhaps in a fret, 
And waited new orders from Plantagenet. 

Then the Armstrong haul*d in, close abreast of the 

beach. 
So near, that a pistol the castle could reach ; 
And there she awaited the rest of their plan. 
And there ther determined to A\e« to ^i&axi^ 
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Ere the lords of the waves 

With their sorrowful slaves. 
The tyrants, who claim the command ofthemafn. 
With strength, though superior, their purpose shouUI 
gain. 

And now the f nil moon had ascended the sky, 
Rcid saw by her light that the british were nigh : 
The bell of Fayal told the hour — it was nine — 
When the foe was observed to advance in a line ; 
They manoeuvred a while 
With their brig, in great style. 
Till midnight approach*d when they made tbekat* 

tack, 
Twelve boats, full of men, and the brig at their back t 

They advanced to the conflict as near as they chosOf 
When the Armstrong her cannon discharged on her 

foes — 
The town of Fayal stood aghast in amaze 
The Armstrong appeared like all hell in a blaze ! 
At the blast of Long Tom 
The foe was struck dumb : 
O lord ! are the sons of old England a1arm*d — 
With music like this they were formerly charm'd ! ' 

Huzza for old England ! three cheers, and a damn 1^ 
Am! up to the conflict they manfully came ; 
On the bows and the quarters they grappled a bold. 
And board ! was the word in those barges so bold ; 
But board they could not — to no devil she strikes^- 
80 the ArnoistroDi^ tq^W^ \2[i^m with pistolv aod 
pikes— » 
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From her musquetry fire 

They by dozens expire ! 
And soon was the work of destruction complete. 
And soon was determined their total defeat — ! 

Three hundred brave fellows were wounded and kiird. 
Their boats and their barges with slaughter were fiird ; 
With shame they retreated, the few that remain'd. 
To tell the event of the battle — not gained : 

Their commander in chief 

Was astounded with griefl— 
Dont grieve, my good fellows — hehail'd them — I beg 
I too have my wounds — *^ an ox trod on my leg !' 



!♦» 



Bat to save tlie stout Armstrong — even Reid conM 

not do — 
A ship of the line with a frigate in tow — ! 
A brig of their navy accoutred for war — ! 
AH this was to much for e'en yankees to dare : 
So he scuttled his barque — 
Nor need we remark 
That she sunk on the sands by the beach of Fayal 
With her colors all flying --no colors could fall ! 

Of neutrals what nonsense vSome tell us each day ! 
Exists there a neutral where Britain has sway ? 
The rights of a neutral ! — away with such stuffs 
What neutral remains that can England rebuff? — 

To be safe from disgrace 

The deep seas are our place : 
The flag of no neutral our flag can defend, 
Br ourselves we must fight, on ourselves must depend. 

O 2 
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Vow ia bumpers of reason, success to braTe Reid ! 
Hiinseli' and his heroes are heroes indeed !*— 
Id coaquests, like this, can an englishman gtorjr. 
One traitor among us, one Halifiix tory ? 

If they can — let them brag — 

Here*s SiUCcesA to our flag ! 
May it ever be ready, the britons to maul. 
As the Armstrong behared in the road of tATAC— 



PYTHONA :* 

OR THE PROPHETESS OF EN-DOR. 

PERSONS : 

KINO SAUL — THE GHOST OF SAMUEL — THE PROPHEfW 
— OFFICERS AND ATTENDANTS. 

SAUL. 

My head is sick, my heart is sad !— - 
What magic shall relicTC my care ? 

Hence, from my sight, ye omens bad. 
Crowns have their thorns, and mine its share. 

* In the french translation of the bible this sorceress is fc* 
nominated Python^ a common name to all in the ages of nipersti- 
tion, who pretended to foretell future events.—- * Et Saul dit a 
ses Serviteurs, Cherchez moi une femi^e qui ait un esprit de Py- 
thon, et Je m'en irni vers elle, et m'enquerrai par elle Se* 
JSeiiritearB lui dirent^VoUa, i\ y ^uii% feoime ea Hendor, qui a SB 
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I see the proud philistine band !-^ 
Say, can my strength with these contesd ? 

On Gilboa*« heiglit I take my stand. 
Too w^k to conquer or defend. 

A heart dismayed, faint heart, is mine ! 

What shall I do to cave my throne ? 
In vain 1 seek the power divine. 

He hears me not, Pm left alone ! 

Then roust I sleep among the dead ? 

And is my final refuge there ? — 
Seize on my crown, ye lightnings red ! 

And hurl me from this stage of care. 

Advance, ye few, who guard your king* 
Attend my words, and mark me well ; 

60, to my tent seme sorceress bring. 
One powerful with the magic spell : 

From such — from her, I'll know my doodv 
Since magic does from heayen descend ; 

The secrets of the time to come 
From her PIl learn, to her attend. 

OFFICER. 

To En-dor's vale shall we repair ?— 
A noaid of dreams inhabits there.^- 
She remains, and only she /-^ 
All the rest were slain by thee !— 
Shf remains, to tell your doom. 
Secrets of the days to come « 
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There she dvrells amidst the shade. 
In her mourniog weeds array *d. 
With powers of incantation strong. 
Mystic words and magic song : ^ 

Since your mandate bade them fall 
She, 1 say, survives of all- 
There she sits in gloomy shades. 
There her waning vLsage fades : 

But, so potent are her chanoSf 
Clouds and tempests she disarms ; 
Ghosts arise at her command, 
Oceans swell above the land ; 
To their silent mansions led. 
She can wake the sleeping dead i"^ 
In her course, at night or noon, 
She arrests the wandering moon. 
Holds her emplre« wide and far, 
Can displace the polar star ; 
She can mix the dose of love. 
Make all union fatal prove. 
Make the fondest heart untrue— 
Nothing that she cannot do ! 

SAUL, 

To her groyes this hour we go ! 
But king Saul she shall not know.— 

1*11 change my aspect, change my dress. 
Tin at mi/self i^ ^baWnfA. ^«ttr— 
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When the midnight shades advance, 
Hours before the eastern glance, 
Lead me on to En-dor's vates 
Where the fair enchantress dwells— 
Where she deals her potions strong 
Where she hums her mystic song, 
Where she wakes the slumbering dead 
In their silent mansions laid. 
To reveal the words of fate. 
Conjured from their silent state ! 
Where with her mysterious charms. 
Clouds and tempests she disarms. 
Where she chills with poisons strong. 
Mystic words and magic sons;-— 
Two, attend me on the road 
Till we reach her dread abode ! 



SCBNE, AT THE GROVS Olf* THE PaOPHETf|9^ 



8 JUL. 

Fair enchantress of the grove I 
Favorite of the powers above — 
Favorite of the powers below. 
Somewhat from you I would know 

Can you, 6y your awful spell, 
Known in heaven and felt in heU ; 
Can you from the silent dead 
Sleeping Id his earthy bed. 
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Will you bring in telftbe sune. 
Bring the man that 1 will name ? 

PROPHETESS. 

Stranger ! at the midnight bon^ 
Why approach my gloomy bower ? 
Know you not the tale of wo ?— 
For such an art as I do know 
By the king's severe command, 
Saul, the monarch ofour land» 
How he slew, or bade depart 
All who learnM the magic art ; 
How they perish'd, how they fell 
Who possessed the magie spell :— ^ 
For my life a snare you lay. 
Far go from me, far away ! 
Cause me not, I pray, to die, 
Leave me and my sorcery ; 
Leave me to my gloomy trees. 
Fathom not the heaven's decreeg— 
Since the king has done us wrong 
I restrain my mystic song — 
Now, I bid you, now farewell ; 
Ihingerous is the magic spell. 

SJUL. 

Fear roe not, prophetic maid ! 
Lend me but your dreary aid, 
And I swear by him above 
.Nothing shall pemiclens prove-* 
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Safe, secure from every harm; 
If jou will but leod your eharrn' 

PROPBETESS. 

From the mansions in the grave 
That his weeping kindred gavet. 
Young in years, or old in days* 
Tell me whom that I shall raise. 

SAUL. 

Raise me Samuel from the tomb ! 
Bid — enchantress, — Samuel come : 
Sarauel*s ghost ( wish to see, 
Samuel's shade will talk with me. 

PROPHETESS. 

y Shade of Samuel ! leave the dead ! 
Be once more in flesh array'd ! 
If of slumbers e'er so fond, 
Rise ! when 1 display my wand ! 
— Samuel comes I in grave attire : 
See him, stranger, and admire !— - 

Stranger ! stranger, did I say ? 
Thou art Saul, whom I obey : 
Why hast tlion deceived me so ? 
Thou art Saul — and well I know ! — 
Now I find my doom is sure. 
Tortures I must now endore ! 



1 
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Why, my moDarch, did you wrong 
The sisters of roysteiious song — 
The brethreo ot the magic spell ?- 

SAUL. 

Fear me not — ^for all is well- 
Tell me, sybil, what you saw — 
What impressed you with such awe, 
Wht n you raised your wand on high, 
When some image met your eye ? 

PROPHETESS. 

From earth I saw a god ascend — 
Angels shield ! and heaven defend ! 

SAUL. 

Tell me whose the form he wears ? 
Like to whom this god appears ? 

PROPHETESS. 

I see an ancient sage arise 
In the garb of him who dies : 
A mantle o*er his limbs is spread, 
The winding sheet that wraps the dead I 



k 
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8 JUL. 

That god you saw was bim restored, 
3%e aacicnt prophet, Yoi^^^t^- 
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That SamiieK wrapt in funeral shroud, 
Samuel, to whom the nations bow*d— • 
I worship at his honored shrine, 
To thee I bend, O seer divine ! 



SAMUEL. 



From caves of death and sl^p profound. 
Why halt thou called me, king renown'd ! 
1 saiely slept in soft repose, 
Why disturb me ? — Saul, disclose. 



SAUL. 



My bead is sick, my heart is sad ; 
Misfortune aTmost makes me mad— 
Oppressed am I with grief and care. 
The Philistines have march*d to war : 
That God, whom once I found a friend 
No longer will my steps attend ; 
No more he answers to my prayer. 
But all is darkness and despair : 
No more he comes in midnight dreams* 
No prophet, now, a prophet seems— 
And therefore at this gloomy hour 
I call you by the itiagic power : 
Where shall I march, or what pursue ; 
Tell me Samuel, what to do ! 
rttL, II. V 
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SAMUEL. 

Why ask of me what fates atteod ? 
If heaven appears ao more your friend^ 
8eek not from me the approachmg doom. 
The warfare of the times to come. 
While blood yet bounded from my heart — 
And nature here perform'd her pait. 
Just as I said, your royal throne. 
Your kingdom is no more your own ! 
It leaves you in this sad distress 
And goes to one whom you oppress— 
It goes to David — mark rae well — 
Because you spared the sons of hell—- 
The wrath of heaven you wish*d to check 
In vengeance upon Amalek : 
For this, your woes arrive at last. 
For this, your lot is fatal cast— 
The Philistines their ranks display. 
You and your army die this day ! 
To-morrow shalt thou be with me— 
O king ! such is your destiny. 
Your army shall be cnish*d and slain. 
And torn by vultures from the plain — 
And allyour host that crowds the field. 
Again I say, shall fall or yield.'* 



Astonish'd at the words he spoke 
The monarch shudder'd at his look t 
He trembled when tha spectre fit)wn'il 
He feO, half frantic, to the ground ; 
And 8carc.e\y \\Ve h^ \^lse retain*d« 
And tcaxcely YAoo^m^^vX^^^saSi^^* 
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PROPHETESS. 



Arise, my lord, accept my aid ; 
I placed my trast in all yoii said : 
My life I tnisted in your hands ; 
I well obeyed your whole coronpands ; 
Now hear me for this time, the last ! 
Why to the dost thus lowly cast !— 
Arise ! and art in style of man— 
I have a kettle and a pan— 
I have some bread — ^then freely eat — " 

San] thought her bread a scanty treat ; 
And said, ** dear madam, no, no, no, 
Your bread aUme is but so, so." — 

Then from the ground the monarth roBe« 
(She had no chairs, we may suppose) 
And sate him down upon her bed ; 
(£?en monarchs then were rudely bred.) 

*• Why, madam, hare yon nothing more 
Than mere dry-bread ? — a scanty store ! 
Then let us go, lament and ngh. 
And hungry fight and hungry die."— 

Nay, said the witch, I have a cair,( 
So fat, thtit it would make you laugb^ 
Then rising quick; she seijsed her ka^ 
And robbed poor Darby^ of bislife. ^ 
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> She knew her lord and king was Digh, 
And so she made a dutehman*s pje ; 
Her table g|oth she did display, — 
Saul eat his fill — and march'd away. 



THE FROST OF MISFORTUNE. 

Writ en on the oceanon ofa giriqf about ten years of agi 
being rozen tn death, in the streets qfa populous c% » 
a severe Janua^, 



u 



Take physic, pomp ! — 



Expoie thyself to feel what wretches feel : 
Th^t thoj may^st shake the superflux to them, 
And show the heavens more just ! ♦* 

6HAKSPSABE. 

•* Why came I to thig/roaren world ?"^she said — 
And 9atc her down upon the bench forlorn-— 

^' My father gone, Columbians wars to aid ; 
My mother, sisters, iamish*d— view'd with soon^ 

** O wealth, O fortune ! are ye made of stone* 
To ieave me thus, deserted and distrest !— - 

Thus leilt, all wretched, feeble, and alone — 
And didst thou, nature, all things for the best ?'-* 

*' O sleep, thou friendly power, thou shade of death. 
Crone to my aid, and shield me from the blast : 

To »' ♦* I leave my Jast, departing breath, 
To this worVTs mete^ , q\: \t& vengeance, cast. 



FROST OP MELAKCHOLT. 

** What have I done to merit snch a fate ?— 
Approach, ye few, not arm'd with hearts of bra 

Snatch me, congealing,— but ye come too late, 
i to some happier worM, indignant, pass/' 



OX GENERAL MIRANDA'S 



EXPEDITION 



TOTTARDS THE CARACCAS, SPANISH PROTINCI!! 

IN SOUTH AMERICA, FEBRUARY 

—1805.— 



To execute a vast design. 

The son], Miranda, was not thine : 

With you the fates did not combine 

To make an empire free. 
We saw you spread Leander^t sail. 
We saw the adverse winds prevail. 
Sad omen that the cause would (ai! 

That led jou to tibe sea.' 
P2 
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By feeble winds the sail was filPd, 
By feebler bands the helna was held—* 
We saw you from the port repell'd* 

You might have made your owa. 
We saw you leave a manly crew 
To the base Spaniard, to imbrue 
His hands iu blood — and not a few 

Were oo his mercy throwo : 

In dungeons Tile they pass'd the day« 
Far from their country, far away 
From pitying friends, from liberty ! 

That years could scarce retrieve' 
Twas thus Miranda play*d his game ; 
But who with him should share the blame ? 
perhaps if we the men did name. 

Credulity would not believe ! 



* Porto €favallo, or Cabello, a sea port town of Terra Finw 
ID South America, on the coast of the Caraccas, and the Caribbea 
^ ; said to jiave been the 6rst object of Miranda's expeditioD. 
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TO ISMENIA. 



While forests bf^nd and tempests blow. 
From heayeu descends the drifting snow* 

So cold, and yet so pure : 
Why came you to this frozen waste. 
In wiuter*s mantle thus embraced — ? 

And do you feel secure ? 

His robe of white invests the plains, 
A dullness through all nature reigns. 

Her winding sheet she wears ! 
Upon the ground your eyes are cast, 
Alarm'd, you hear the howling blast, 

A slave to hopes and fears. 

Be not dismay'd — ^tbe hearth shall blaze ; 
Observe, once more, the lengthenmg days; 

The friendly faggot bums— 
The sun has reach'd Jquarius* sign. 
The sun advances to the line. 

The prince of day return^! 

To guard you from fell winter's stroke, 
Froi]j yonder wood I bring the oak, 
I bring the season'd pine : 
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By friendship and affection led 

To deck your glass the wilds I tread ; 

The ITY, with its berries red. 

Shall both be thine : 

The brewster, green amidst the snoir. 
The laurels, that too near me grow. 
Shall cheer you through this scene of wo« 

These bitter gales. 
That sweep the land, that rend the main* 
That cloud the hearens with snow or rain- 
Repine not at their blasting train. 

It nought avails ! 

And be not grieved — for all we find 
Comes from one all-directing mind-— 
In all things be to him resign*d 

The j^eat supreme ! 
He tempers to the shivering lamb 
The keenest blasts from heaven that came. 
That power sublime, the great I AM, 

The arch-angel*s theme ! 

In winter's frown, or Flora's smile. 
He is your guardian, all the while ; 
He walks with you the weary mile. 
And smooths the road : 
He guards you till at last you come 
To nature*8 verge, our final doom* 
The native dust, the silent tomb, 

OUK BEST ABODE I 
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TB£ 



NORTHERN MARCH 



LITTEN PREYIOUSLT TO THS BATTLIS OF 9MIPPBWA 

AND BRIDOEWATfiR. 



Come, to the battle let us go^ 
Hurl destraotion-on the foe ; 
Who commands us, well we know* 

Tis the gallant general BROwif . 
Haste away from field or town, 
Pnll the ho^le standard down— 
If but led by gentsral Brown 

What will be the erent, we know. 

If but led against that foe. 

Soon their doom the english know. 

Soon their haughtiest blood shall flow* 

When opposed to general Brown. 
Haste away from town and farm : 
If we meet them, where*8the barm 7 
BngUsb power has lost its eharm» 

£ngland's fame is tmsibling doim. 



174 FRENEAU'S P0EM8. 

Long she ruled the northern waste. 
Freedom is bj her debased, 
Freedom is not to her taste ; 

All the world must wear her chain ! I 
** Not a keel shall plough the wave. 
Not a sail, without her leave ; 
Not a 6eet, the nations hare, 

Safe from her, shall stem the main 1 1 



Let this day's heroic deeds 

Let the generous breast that bleeds^ 

Let our chief who bravely leads 

Tell them that their reign is done 
/ Soon to quit Columbia's shore, 

* Is their doom — we say no more ; 

j fteneral Brown, in the cannon's roar 

I Tells them how the field is won I 
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THE COURTEOUS KNIGHT, 

OR, • 

THE FLYING GALLANT. 

[From the Baltimore Whig.] 

The public will hear with astonishment, that a british Imigbt, 
t high reputation, should have declined the advances of an amer- 
an lady, who has already made 9ovaenoist in the world, and is 
ikely soon to make more. After having notoriously boasted oi 
lis willingness, and even of his anxiety, to meet the lady, as well 
8 of hif prowess in such encounter;:, it is impotvible to find for his 
p*acele8s backsliding a sufficient apology ; and all true-hearted 
oaidens ought, without the least hesitation, to set him down for 
faithless perjured lover. 

For a nautical knight, a lady — heigho ! 

Felt her heart and her heart-strings to ache ; 
To view his dear person she lookM to and fro. 
The name of the knight fvassir James Lucas Yeo— 

And the lady — twas she of the lake, ' 

*' My good, sweet sir James," cried the lady so fair, 

** Since my passion I cannot control. 
When you see my white drapery floating in air, 

hither, and switlly, I pri'thee, repair, 
And indulge the first wish of my soul." 

The knight heard, afar, of the lady's desire. 

And sprightly, and gay, made reply : 
*• As your heart, loyely maid, dotli my person require 

1 assure you mine burns with like amorous fire ; 
And to TOUT loved presence Til fly." 
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From Ontario's margin the lady set sail» 

Expecting the knight on that sea : 
She dreamt not that he in his promise would fail, 
And from a fair lady, unmanlike turn-tail ; 

Tet be tarried ! — what could the cause be ? 



Impatient to see him, no longer she*d stay ; 

Resolved o'er the whole lake to roam ; 
*' Oh ! have you not heard of my stout knight, I pray ? 
She plaintively ask'd all who came in ber way : 

'* Do you think he's to Kingston gone home T* 

At length she espy'd him :-what should sir James do ? 

He fidgeted, ran, and he tack'd in and out : 

He fear'd to embrace her : he promised to woo : 

She hail'd him, ^* sir James, charming-fellow, heave 
too! 

" Why do you my tenderness flout ?" 

He fled like a truant ; the lady, in vain. 

Her oglings and glances employed : 
She aim'd at his heart, and she aim'd at his brain ; 
And she vow'd from pursuing she ne'er would refrain: 

The knight was most sadly annoy'd. 

At length, from love's fervor the recreant got clear, 

And may have, for a season, some rest : 
But if this fair lady he ever comes near. 
For breaking his promise he'll pay very dear : 
The price YdAmaiChauk^ey knows best. 
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{From an english paper.] 
COOK£ THE ACTOR. 

if Hat published in 2 vols. 3vo. :»rice I guinea, memoirs of thn life 

' of GEORGE FREDERICK COO.*iE, esq formorly of tin 

theatre royal, Covcnt Garden, ;inJ Lite of tlie American th(^ 

atni«, by William Dunlap, esq. composed priiici[rally fi-ou> tin 

MS. jfrtirnals, and other authentic documcut* left by Mr 

COOlvfi, and the personal knowledge of the author : and com 

prising original anecdotes of his theatrical contemporaries, hi 

opini:>n8 on various dramatic works, ^c. &c. 

** This work cannot fail of bring acceptable, as it abounds ir 

rntert^ining anecdotes of his theatrical cotemporaries. It h 

written willi ercat vivacity and ctndor. Our thnnks arc du« 

to mr. DUNIj4.P for a considerable degree of iufornntior 

on theatrical sul^ects, and much amusement in the perusal ol 

the narrative •* British CrUic. Nov. 

** Mr. DUNLAP destirves considerable praise for the correct 
ness and variety of his anecdotf*8, and tlie vivacity with wlilcl" 
they are detailed. The work abounds in animadversions or 
COOKE'S cnglish co temporaries." R>vie.ncr^ JVo 25. 

** We have st'ldom been more amused and instructed than h} 
the perusal of these volumes The characteristic singul trity o 
the adventures they record, the lively sketches of the in lividu;t1 
connected with the dramatic art, and the impressive lessons V 
}Hi derived from the journal of Cooke himself, all conspire t< 
awaken the curiosity of the stranger, and to conmiand the in 
terest of the philosophical observer of life and manners.** — - 
Theatrical Inquisitor. 

The above work was originally published by P LONG 

WORTH, price 250 cts. It contains a capital likeness o 

COOKE, in a style not excc^lled by any portrait engraving ii 

Amf^rica : also Cooke in his excelling character, Riciiard. 

THE ADVENTURES OF TELEM\CHUS, son of Ulysses 

from the Trench of FENEI/ON By the celebnted Jobi 

Hawkesworth, L. L. D. correct'ed and revised by G. Gregory 

D. D. with a life of the anl nor, and a complete indi'X. histoiica 

mid geo;;raphic}>l — embellished with sixteen engraving:", in * 

vols. 3vo. cleeant — price H dollars. There is no other trans 

iMion of TEliEMACUUS which may be compared with thi^ 



CASTLE OF orRA.M'n, bv Horace Waipole. 

f:ituer of modern roiuiiue. This vtilume contaii 

T^TiuiKR, by Harriet Lee J ami liie Paintsr c 

bv R, ScMiUiey— 1 dollar 
CONSTITUTI >N OF THK <1R VXD LODGK 

of Now- York. Tl»r only edition published by 

•M l-2c(.'ut8. 
COHINNA,OR ITALY. By ■Mud. de Stael Hobt 

25 cf ntn. 
CONVERSATION CARDS— 25 da per pack. Kef 
CURSK OF KEHAMA, a new poem. By R. S 

vols. l8mo. — 1 dollar 50 <H?nt8, boards. Thispoe 

ciiiitop.o, is a couiplctp illiiotnition of the <!uperst 

variouK cnhU of the Hindoo or Bbah.v.an religion 
C(ELKI3S IN SEARCH OF A WIFE, compris 

tions on domestic habits and maouers, religion a 

1 dollar 2Ci cents. 
DEBTOR AND CREDITOR'S VADE MECUM 
DMSRAKLrS ROM \NCES, containing, I. T« 

ROMA.NCR. 2. MKJ.NOl'N AND I.KI1.A, Or the ARABI 

.\Nn LAUKA. This is the most elegant and ten 
ever written. 3. i.ovk and humilitv. 4. The o 
FLRASiNG AKTs, in Iwo piirts. Beside the elegant 
ful languiif^e of this work, the pleasing inftirinati 
n\ the notes, of the manners, rustoms, and fas 
nralis, hiziily recommend it. The description a 
.MAN TRU'MPii is extreinelv nietiii-eRniie. 1 vnl 



Books p%ibUshed, ^cbyD, Longworth, 

\.L REVENGE, a romance, 2 voU.— 2 dollars. 

IDLING OF BElXiR VDE, a romauce-1 dollar. 

PRUDE OF WYOMING, a pastoral : aod minor pofms. 

r. Campbell, author of pleasurks of hopk, t(c. — 62 1-2 cts. 

JALVO, or the SPA^^ I SH KNIGHT, from the freoch 

'lorian — 1 dollar. 

LJQ^S GAMES, to which are added those of brag and chess ; 

t pocket vol.— ^1 dollar 25 cents. 

CI AL OPINIONS. By mayor Livingston, 8vo.— 1 dollar. 

MON PRAYER BOOK, large I2mo.— 2 dollars. 

with elegant prints — 2 dollars 50 cents, 
in elegant bindings — fram 3 to !) dollars. 
CING GLASS FOR THE MIND, from Berquin— 75 cts. 
'LE'S AND MOORE'S POEMS, 2v..ls. l8mo.— 2 dlls. 
. OF FENEIX)N, elegant, bvo 62 1-2 cents. 
RE'S AN\CREON, 2 vols. 13mo.— 2 dollars. 
RE'S WORKS, 4 vols l8nio. 4 dollars. 
K BIRD, an elegant collection of fashionable songs — 1 dll. 
ITINGALE, an elegajit selection by young ladies — 75 cts. 
.SURES AND PAINS OF MEMORY. By rooms and 
:rv r and other poems, elegant l2tuo. — 2 dollars. 
BLER'S M.\G\ZINE, vol. 1, with a portrait of ran. 
rry, 18mo. — 1 dollar. 

SAY'S HISTORY OF S. CAROLINA, from its ear- 
t settlement to IKOB. including its civil history, military, 
esiastical, medical, legal, and constitutional ; fiscal agri' 
ural, commercial; arts, natural, literary, and miscel- 
i>oiis ; virtues, vices, customs, diversions ; dress, complexion, 
mers, character, fecundity, popuktion. and longevity; W- 
iphical sketches of literary and other distinguished charac- 
t, and a statistical account of each district, &c. 2 vols. 
;e 8vo. — 5 dollars, bds. 6 dollars, bnd. 
<iIOUS COURTSHIP, bein? a historical discourse on 
necessity of ^parrying religious husbands, and wives only, 
—7^ cents. " 

USn AND AMERICAN ST.\GE, 40 vol8.-5a dlls. 
SS AND ARTICLES OF WAR. -.^0 cents. 

CUTTER, in five lectures upon the art and practice of 
in^ frit'uds, acquaintinces, and relations. The fifth lecture 
Xjjressly written for the infornntion of females, embellish- 
vith the portrait of a minpUte cutitr, warranted sts?el— 
1-2 cents. 

ilRTSOVS DRAWING ROOK; or elements of the gr> 
•- arts bv Archibald Rob'^rt«nii— I dollar. 
JLSfON BOOK, niascnic— 1 dollar 2:- ccets. 



B'}okt publLhed^ ^e. by D. LongworUi. 

MILITARY MENTOR— 2 dollara. 

IVaV to wealth— Franklin 

AMEftlCVNTOlRlST'S POCKET CO.VfPANION ; or d 

GLIDE to the HPRi:(G9 aiicl LAKR>. vilh directiQiisi for live diffe"' 
ent a^'cable suininer excursioosf &c. ^. By George Temple. 
1 ceuls. 
SFLF CONTROl^-87 12 cent*. 
THR PLEASURES OF HOPE, by Thomas CampbeU— 62 1-2 

c«*;ili», hoa!''l«. 
COMMISSIONERS of the ALMS-HOUSE, vs. Al«. Whk- 
telo ; being a remarkable case of bastardy reported by Samp< 
too. — 

** The wisely curinus rack their brmn 
To solve this problem ;— all in vain " 

RtporUr. 
Th;<i trial employed the ta-oits) of many of the most learocd 
proiVssioiial chararters ; — both of law and natural history*— 
£0 ""nts. 
FOOTERS WORK— 3 vols bds.— 3 dollars. This is from kis last 

arrertrd co;>v in 3 vols — London 8vo. 7.50 
J nfrr ed.7/vnq^THE PLKASURES AND PAINSOP MEM- 
ORY IHmo with seven cn{2:ravin<:s and ruts, 1 dollar bo:T<ii. 
A new and improved edition of S VLM AGU NDl, or the whim- 
whams and opinionti of Lamcelot Lnn;;st:i(r, esq. aixl others : 
In hoc est hoax, cum quiz et jokesez, 
Et smokem toastenis roastem folkises ; 
Fee, fiw, fum. 
With bulked, nnd broiled, and stewed, and toasted \ 
And fried, and boiled, and smoked, and roasted ; 
We treat tlie town. 
In addition to the original portrait v-f L. LANGST AFF, esq. 
in the former ed. thig contqins that of tJie LITTLE MAN IN 
BLACK— AUNT CHARITY— Wm. WIZARD esq— M AL- 
VOLIODUnSTERand of the WALTZ dance— 2dll». 50 ctP. 
THE YE ^R, (1812) a ixwm in three cantoes by WiHiam Leigh 
Pierce, e-q. (lately deceased) 

** Now happy he ^vhose rloa'r and cincture can 
Keep out thi.'! tempesl." — \ dollar 
BELLES LETTRES REPOSITORY— four arnu;«l niblicatic m 
of this work was made in the manner of a pocket almnnac For 
Ihn v't t 3 flollnro. 
r.MroSSFD and FANCY, MRSS^GR, AND VISITING 
CARDS, :iinonnlinp ton ^mhiiIs of CO difilrent patterns — also, 
8 black a:iiJ pliiin and gilt edgt-l. 
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